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THE tragedy 

OF HAMLET 



PRINCE OF 
D enmark* 



Enter Barnardo and Franciico,tJva Sentinels » 




[Ar. Who’s there? 

\Fran. Nay anfwer me, ftand and unfold your felte* 
[ Bar. Long live the King. 
t Fran. Barnardo ? 

Bar. Hee. 

Fran. You come moft carefully upon your houre. 

Bar. Tis now ftrooke twelve : get thee to bed Francifcoa 
Fran.Vot this reliefe much thanks, 'tis bitter cold, 




And I am ficke at heart. 

£dr.Have you had quiet guard ? 

Fran. Not a moufe ftirring. 

Bar. Well, goodnight : 

Ifyou doe meet Horatio and Marcellm, 

The rivalls of my watch, bid them make hade. 

Enter Horatio and Marcellm . 

Fran. I thinke I heare them. Stand ho : who is there ? 

ALn?. Friends to this ground. 

Mar. Krd Liegemen to the Dane.’ 

A i Fun, 













The Tragedy of Hamlet 

Frau.Givt you good night. 

Mar. O farewell honeft fouidiers : who hah relieved TO „ . 

%%£ t“r place:s ' veyo " sood "^.s^ 

Bar. Say, what is Horatio there ? 

Hora. A peeceofhim. 

Welcome Horatio , welcome good Marceltm. 

Afar. Horatio fayes ’tis but aphantafie. 

And will not let beliefe take hold of him. 

Touching this dreaded fight twice feene of us ■ 

Therefore I have entreated him along. 

With us to watch the minutes of this ni°ht. 

That ifagainethis apparition come. 

He may approve our eyes and fpeake to it. 

Hora. Tufh, tu fh,’t will not appeare. 

Bar. Sit downe a while. 

And let us onceagaihe aflaileyoureares 
That are lb fortified againft our ftory, 

W hat we have two nights feene. 

Hora. Well, fit we downe. 

And let us heare Barnardo Ipeake of this. 

A-sr.Laft night of all, 

W hen yond fame ftar that’s Weft ward from the Pole, 

Had made his courfet’illumine that part of heaven 
W here now it burnes , Mar cell™ and my felfe, 

The Bell then beating one. 

Enter GhoH. 

Mar. Peace, breake thee off, looke whereit comes againe? 

• Bar. In the fame figure, like the King that’s dead. 

Mar. Thou art a Scholar, fpeake to it Horatio. 

Hor. Moft like, it horrowes me with feareand wonder. 

• Bar. It would be (poke to. 

Mar.SpC3.Vc. to it Horatio. 

Hora. W hat art thou that uiurpft this timeof night, 

Together with that faire and warlike forme. 

Id which the Majefty ofburied Denmarke 

' ’ ' Did 






(Prince of Denmarke. 

, f met imes march ? by heavcnl charge thee fpeake. 

It is offended. 

v, r seeitftalkesaway. . . , 

fr.Suy, fpeake, fpeake, I charge thee fpeake. 

* Exit (jhojt . 

Mar. Tis gone and will not anlwer. 

Itr How now Horatio } you tremble and looke pale : 

Is not this fomething more than phantafie ? 

Whatthinke you of it? 

Hora. Before my God I might not this beleev ? 
without the fenfible and true avouch 
Ofmineowneeyes. 

Mar. Is it not like the King ? 

Hor. As thou art to thy felfe i 
Such was the very armour he had on, 

When he th’ ambitious Norway combated. 

Sofrown’d he once , when in an angry Parle 
He fmote the Headed Pollax on the ice. 

Tis ftrange. 

Mar. Thus twice before, and jumpe at this fame houre. 
With martiallftalke hat h he gone by our watch. 

Hora. In what particular thought toworke I know not, 
Butin the grofle and fcopeofmine opinion. 

This bodes ibme ftrange eruption to our State. 

Mar. Good now fit downe, and tell me he that knowes,' 
Why this fame ftrift and moft obfervant watch 
So nightly toiles the fubjeft of the land. 

And with fuch daily coft of brafen Cannon, 

And forraine Mart for implements of warre ? 

W hy fuch imprefle of fhip-wrights, whole fore taske 
Does not divide the Sunday from the weeke ? 

What might be toward, that this fweaty hafte 
Doth make the night joint labour with the day ? 

Whois’t that can informe me ? 

Hora. That can I : 

^Jfthe whifper gees fo. Our Iaft King, 
j°ie image even bur now appear’d to us, 

* ^as you know, by Fortiribrajfe of Norway, 



Thereto 










The Tragedy o/Hamlet 

Thereto prickt on by a moft emulate pride, 

Dar’d to the combate j in which our valiant Hamlet 
(For lo this fide ofour knowne world efteem’d himV 
Did flay this Foninbrafe , who by a feal’d comuaft, 

' W ell ratified by Law and.Heraldry, v 

Did forfeit (with his life) all thefe his lands 
Which he flood leiz’d of , to the Conquerour ; 
Againft the which a moity competent 
Was gaged by our King, which had returne 
To the inheritance of Foninbrafe, 

Had he bin vanquifht ; as by the fame co-mart, 

And carriage of the Articles defigne. 

His fell to Hamlet : now fir, young Fortwbrafe, 

Of unimproved metall, hot, and full. 

Hath in the skirts of Norway here and there 
Sharkt up a lift of lawlefle refolutes, 

For food and diet to fome enterprife 
That hath a ftomackein’t , which no other 
As it doth well appeare unto our ftate, 

But to recover of us by ftrong hand 
And tearmes compulfatory, thole forelaid lands 
So by his father loft : and this I take it 
Is the maine motive of our preparations. 

The fource of this our watch, and the chiefe head 
Of this pofte hafte, and romeage in the land. 

Bar. I thinkeit be no other but even lo : 

Well may it fort that this portentous figure 
Comes armed through our watch lo like the King 
That was and is the queftion ofthele warres. 

Hora. A mote it is to trouble the mindes eye. 

In the moft high and palmy ftate of Rome, 

A little ere the mightieft Julias fell. 

The graves flood tenantlefle , and the Ibeeted dead 
Did Iqueake and gibber in the Roman ftreets, 

As ftarres with traines of fire,and dewes ofblood, 
Dilafters in the funne, and the moift ftarre. 

Upon whole influence Neptune s Empire Hands, 
Was fickealmoft toDoomelday with eclipfe, 



And 
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It fpreads 
his armes . 



Prince of Denmarke. 

. a fiven the like precurfe of fierce events, 

? harbingers preceding ftill thefates 
fS Prologue to the Omen commmg on, 
ulkaven and earth together demonftratcd 

« t 00 „ r Cli.a«es ,ndCo~ 

n„r loft behold / lo where it comes againe, 

L r0 lTe it though it blaft me : Stay illufion, 
fthou haft any found , or ufe of voice, . 

Soeaketome: if there be any good thing to be done* 

That may to thee doe eafe , and grace to me, 

Speake to me* 

jfthou art privie to thy Countries fate. 

Which happely foreknowing may avoid, 

Ofpeake: 

Orifthou haft uphoorded in thy life 
Extorted treafurein the wombe of earth. 

For which they fay your Ipirits oft walke in death. The coc\t 
Speake of it, ftay and Ipeake ; flop it Marcellas . crows. 

Mar. Shall I ftrjke it with my partilan ? 

Bor . Doe if it will not ftand. 

Air. Tis here. 

Bor.’Tis hetf . 

Mar.’Tis gone. 

We doe it wrong , being lo Majefticall, 

To offer it the fhevv of violence : 

For it is as the aire,invulnerable, 

Andourvaineblowes malicious mockery. 

It was about to Ipeake when the cocke crew. 

Hor. And then it ftarted, like a guilty thing 
Upon a fearefull liimmons : I have heard, 

Thecoclce, 'hat is the trumpet to the morne. 

Doth with his lofty and fhrillfounding throat 

m ofda y » anc ^ ac his warning, 

* (ether in fea or fire, in earth oraire, 

!' j^wavagant and erring Ipirit hyes 
o his confine ; and of the truth herein 
nis prefent objedf made probation. 
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The Tragedy o/Hamlet 

Mar. It faded on the crowing of the coclce. 

Some fay that ever ’gainft that ieafon comes, * 

W herein onr Saviours birth is celebrated. 

This bird of dawning fingeth all night long, 

And then they fay no fpirit dares ftirre abroad. 

The nights are wholfome ; then no Planets ftrike 
No Fairy takes, no witch hath power to charme ; ’ 

So hallowed and fo gracious is that time. 

Her. So have I heard, and doe in part beleeve it : 

But looke,the morne in ruflet mantle clad 
Walkes ore the dew of yon high Eaftward hill ; 

Breake we our watch up , and by my advice 
Let us impart what we have feene to night 
Unto young Hamlet ; for upon my life 
This fpirit aumbe to us will fpeake to him. 

Doe you confent we fhall acquaint him with it. 

As needfull in our loves, fitting our duty ? 

Mar. Let’s doo’t I pray ; and I this morning know 
Where we. lhall finde himmoft convenient. Exeunt. 

Flourish. Enter Claudius King of Denmark?, Gertrad the 
Queene , C ounce H, as Polonius , and his fonne Laer- 
tes, Hamlet , cum aliis. 

Claud. Though yet of Hamlet our deere brothers death 
The memory be greene, and that it us befitted 
To beare our hearts in griefe, and our whole Kingdome 
To be contracted in one brow of woe : 

Yet lo farre hath di/cretion fought with nature. 

That we with wifeft forrow thinke on him. 

Together with remembrance of our felves : 

Therefore our lometime Sifter, now our Queene, 

Th’ Imperiall jointrefte to this warlike State, 

Have we as ’twere with a defeated joy. 

With an aufpicious and a dropping eye. 

With mirth in funerall, and with dirge in marriage, 

Inequali Icale weighing dehght and dole, 

T aken to wife, nor have w e herein barr d y 0JJJ , 



t prince of Denmark^ 

letter wifdomes, which have freely gone 

S^notfiildtep^MW* m , e *S e ’ 

, norrine the furrender of thofe lands 
by hfs father, with all bands of Law, 

Toourmoft valiant brother. So much for him. 

Now for our felfe, and for this time of meeting. 

Thus much thebufinefle is. We have here writ 
To Norway ,Uncle of young Fortinbrajje, 

Who impotent and bedrid > (carcely heares 
Ofthis hisNephewes purpofe, to fupprefle 
His fUrther gate herein, in that the levies. 

The lifts, and full proportions are all made 
Out ofhis fubjeas : and we here difpatch 
You good Cornelius* and you Veltemand, 

For bearers of this greeting to old Norway , 

Giving to you no further perfbnall power 
To bufmeffe with the King, more than the fcope 
Of thefe delated Articles allow. 

Farewell, and let your hafte commend your duty. 
CerVo. In that,& all things will we fhew our duty. 
King. We doubt it nothing : heartily farewell. 

And now Laertes, what’s the newes with you ? 

You told us of feme fuit, what is’c Laertes ? 

You cannot fpeake of realon to the Dane, 

And lofe your voice : what wouldft thou beg Laertes} 
That (hall not be my offer, not thy asking. 

The head is not more native to the heart. 

The band more inftrumentall to the mouth. 

Than is the throne of Denmark e to thy Father : 

What wouldft thou have Laertes l 
•W. My dread Lord, 

Your leave and favour to returne to France , 

B 



Front 










a M 



ft:: 

I! rfllftjft 

lift I 

In ft [Si* II| 

WlW. 



llfflP H 



i u)jLiW r ' 

l;r :• 

n llli M 

Vll j| : 

' 



M] h If0 M 

l ^W' 

rr r: ” 



i&ipi 



■ 

r u:|f tftifjk 

1 ■ • 

r 

l -■■ 

- 



Tloe Tragedy of Hamlet 

T^r hCnCe ; h ° U ^ wiIIin § , y Icameto Denmark' 

To (new my duty in your Coronation ; *• * 

Yet now I muft confeffe, that duty done. 

My thoughts and wifhes bend againe toward France 
And bow them to your gracious leave and pardon * 

By labourlome petition ; and at laft, y Ve ' 
Upon his will I fea I’d my hard content. 

I doe befeech you give him leave togoe. 

a . ra n e thy faire h °ureZ^rw,timebe thine. 

And thy beft graces ; fpend it at thy will. 

But now my coufin Ham let, and my fonne. 

"T - ^ l*tde more than kin, and lefle than bind. 

Kmg, How is it that the clouds ftill hang on you ? 

Ham. Not (o much my Lord, lam toomuch in thefonne 
Queen vjood Hamlet caft thy nighted colour off 
And let thine eye looke like a friend on Denmark e. 

Doe not for ever with thy vailed lids 
Seeke for thy noble father in the duft : 

ou know ft tis common all that lives muft dye, 

1 ailing through nature to eternity. 

Ham, I Madam, ic is common* 

Queen. If it be. 

Why feemesit fo particular with thee? 

Seems Madam, nay it is, I know not teems, 

1 is not alone my inkie cloice could fmother. 

Nor ctiftomary lutes oflolemneblacke. 

Nor windie fiilpiration of forc’t breath. 

No, nor the fruitfull river in the eye. 

Nor the deje<fted haviour of the vilage. 

Together with all formes , moods, (hapes of griefe. 

That can denote me truely ; thefe indeed feeme. 

For they are aflions that a man might play : 

But T have that within which pafles Chew., 

Thefe but the trappings and tne fuits of woe. 

King- Tis fweet and commendable in your nature Hamlet, 
To give thefe mourning duties to your father. 



(prince o/~Den marked 



^a^fbffomecearme ^ 

1 h i oblequious forrovves ; but to perfevere 

f nhftinate condolement, is a courfe 

jous ftubbornneffe, ’tis unmanly griefe, 

V/* ^ L *11 /I < m /O* ri 



But 



know vour father loft a father 5 
^/father loft, loft his, and the fiirviver bound 

liallob 
oeobfe< 
iftinate 

^(hevves'a will moft incorrect to Heaven, 
a heart unfortified, or minde impatient. 

An under ftanding fimple and unfehool d : 

For what we know muft be, and is as common 

As any the moft vulgar thing to fenfe, _ 

Why Ihould we in our peevilh oppofition 
Take it to heart ? fie, ’tis a fault to heaven, 

A fault againft the dead , a fault to nature, 

Toreafon moft abliird, whofe common theame 
Is death of fathers, and who ftill hath cryed 
From thefirft coarfe till he that died to day. 

This muft be fo : we pray you throw to earth 
This unprevailing woe, and thinkeof us 
As ofa father : for let the world take note 
You are the moft immediate to our throne. 

And with no lefle nobility of love 

Than that which deareft father beares his fonne 

Doe I impart toward you for your intent 

In going backe to (choole to Wittenberg ; 

It is moft retrograde to our defire. 

And we befeech you bend you to remaine 
Here in the cheare and comfort of our eye. 

Our chiefeft Courtier, coufin, and our fonne. 

Que. Let not thy mother lofe her prayers Hamlet { 
Apray thee ftay with us,goe not to Wittenberg. 

Ham. I fhall in all my beft obey you Madame. 
ting. W hy ’tis a loving and a faire reply. 
Beasourfelfeun Denmarke. Madame come, 
Thisgentle and unforc’d accord of Hamlet 
Sits finding to my heart, in grace whereof 
Nojocond health that Denmarke dri nkes to day 
But the great Cannon to the clouds fhall tell, 
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The Tragedy of Hamlet 

And the Kings rowfe the heaven {hall bruit againe , 

Refpeaking earthly thunder : Come away. Flourish v „ 
Ham.O that this too too Tallied flefh would melt, butu*** 
Thaw and refolve it felfe into a dew» ***»let, 

Orthattheeverlafting hadnotfixt 
His Cannon ’gainft felfe {laughter / O God, God, 

How weary, ftale, Hat, and unprofitable 
Seeme to me all the ufes of this World ? 

Fie on t, ah fie, ’tis an unweeded Garden, 

That growes to feed ; things rank & grofle in nature 
Poflefie it meerly : that it (hould come thus. 

But two moneths dead, nay not lb much , not two. 

So excellent a King , that was to this 
Hyperion to a Satyre,fo loving to my mother. 

That he might not beteeme the windes of heaven 
Vifit her face too roughly : heaven and earth 
Muft I remember, why The (hould hang on him, 

As ifincreafe of appetite had growne 
By what it fed on ; and yetwithina moneth. 

Let me not thinkeon’t, frailty thy name is woman* 

A little moneth : Or ere thole (hooes were old. 

With which (he followed my poore fathers body, 

Like N'iobe all teares, why (he, 

O God / a beaft that wants difeourfe of realbn 
Would have mourn’d longer, married with my uncle. 

My fathers brother, but no more like my father 
Than I to Hercules ; within a moneth, 

Ere yet the fait ofmoft unrighteous teares 
Had left the flufhing in her galled eyes. 

She married. Oh moft wicked (peed, to poft 
With fuch dexterity to inceftuous (beets ; 

It is not, nor it cannot come to good. 

But breake my heart, for I muft hold my tongue. 

Enter Horatio, Marce Utu ,and B arnardo. 

Hora. Hai le to your Lordfhip. (felfe. 

Ham. I am glad to fee you well ; Horatio ,or I doe forget my 
Hora . The lame my Lord, and your poore fervant ever. 
Ham. Sir my good friend, lie change that name with you ; 






Prince of Denmarke. 

An d what make you from Wittenberg , Horatio ? 
^MarU v good Lord; 

X' iamvery glad tofee you f good even fir.) 
to what in faith make you from Wittenberg ? 

Bra. A truant difpofiuon, good my Lord- 
Hatn. I would not heare your enemy fay to, 

Nor (hall you doe my eare that violence 
To make it trufter of your owne report 
Aoainftyour felfe ; I know you are no truant ; 

But what is your affaire in Elfenoter ? 

Wee’ll teach you for to drinke ere'you depart, 

Hora My Lord, I came to fee your fathers funerall. 
Ham. I prethee doe not mocke me fellow ftudent, 
Ithinke it was to my mothers wedding. 

Hor. Indeed my Lord it follow’d hard upon. 
to.Thrift,thrifr,K>r4f<0,thefunetafl bak’t meats 
Did coldly furnifh forth the marriage tables* 

Would I had met my deareft foe in heaven 
Orever I had feene that day Horatio . 

My father, me thinkes I fee my father. 

Hora . W here my Lord ? 

Ham. In my mindes tyc Horatio. 

Hora. I faw him once, a was a goodly King. 

Ham. A was a man, take him for all in all, 

I (hall not Iooke upon his like againe. 

Hora. My Lord, I thinke l faw himyefternight. 
Ham. Saw who ? 

Hora. My Lord, the King your Father. 

Ham. The King my fattier ! 

Hora. Seafon your admiration for a while 
With an attentive eare, till I may deliver 
Upon the witne(fe of thefe Gentlemen 
This marvailetoyou. 

Ham. For Gods love let me heare. 

Hora. Two nights together had thefe Gentlemen, 
ynarcelltij andBarnardo, on their watch. 

In the dead vaft and middle of the night 

B 3 
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The Tragedy of Hamlet 

Been thus encountred : a figure like your father. 

Armed ac point, exa&ly, Cap ape, 

Appeares before them, and with folemne march 
Goes flow and ftately by them : thrice he walkt 
By their oppreft and feare furprifed eyes 
Within this truncheons length , wbilft they diftill’d 
Almoft to gelly with the aft offeare. 

Stand dumbe and fpeake not to him : this to me 

In dreadfull fecrecie impart they did. 

And I with them the third night kept the watch. 

Where as they had delivered, both in time. 

Forme of the thing,, each wa^mide ,tr,up, and good, 

The apparition comes : I kn$xv.y.Our father, 

Thefe hands are not more like. 

Ham . But where was this t 

Mar. My Lord upon the platform where we watcht, 

H^-Didyoa^fieikewit? 

Hor. My Lord, I did, 

But anfwer it made none : yet once me thought 
It lifted up its head, and did addrefle 
It felfe to motion, like as it wouldipeake ; , r , . ' • • ,5 

But even then the morning Cocke crew loud, , • . 

And at the found it fhrunke in hafte away, \ 

And vani fht from our figh t. 

Ham. Tis very ftrange. 

F Hor. As T doe live, my honour’d Lord/tis true. 

And we did thinke it writ downe in our duty 
To let you know ofit. 

Ham. Indeed firs but this troubles me , 

Hold you the watch to night ? 

Jill. W e doe my Lord. 

Ham. Arm’d lay you ? 

Hll. Arm’d my Lord. 

Ham . From top to toe ? 

Hll. My Lord, from head to foot. 

Ham. Then faw you not his face ? 

Hor a. O yes my Lord, he wore his beaver up. 

Ham. What ? lookt he frowningly ? 



Prince of Denmarke." 

H«r.h countenance more inlorrow than in anger. 

Ham. Pale or red? 

Hor. Nay very pale. 

Ham- And fixt his eyes upon you ? 

Hor.MoR conftantly. 

Ham. I would I had been there. 

Hor.it would have much amaz’d you. 

Ham. Very like : ftaid it long? ' 

H«r. W hile one with moderate hafte might tell an hundred. 

Both. Longer, longer- . .... /T.. 

Her. Not when Ilayv/t. i 

Ham. His beard Was : jgrifsled, no, : 

Hor. It was as I have feene it in his life, 

A fable filver’d. 

Ham. I will watch to nigfir. 

Perchance ’twill walkeagaine, 

Hor. I warn’t it will. 

Ham. If it alTumemy noble fathers perfon 
Iiefpeake to it, though hell ic felfe ftiould gape 
And bid me hold my peace. I pray you all, 
Ifyouhavehitheit 6 t <toh?eal , dthis-fig&t,' r f 11 0 : 

Let it be tenable in your filerice fti 11, 

And whatlbever elfe fhal 1 hap to night, 

Giveit anunderftanding,but no tongue ; 

I will requite your loves : So fare you well*, : 

Upon the platforme ’twixt elfeyieh and twelve 
Uevifityou. 

tAU. Our duty to your honour. Exeunt, 

Ham. Your loves, as mine to you ; Farewell. 

Mvfathers Ipirit inarmesj alli^not well, s ' 

I doubt fome foule play, would the night were come: 

Till then fit ftill my foule, foule deeds will rife. 

Though all the earth orewhelme them to mens eyes. Exit, 
Enter Laertes ,and Ophelia his Sifter. 

Laer. My neceffaries are imbarkt, farewell. 

And filler, as the windes give benefit 
And convay in affiftant, doe not ileep> 

“lit let me heare from you. 

Ophel, 










The Tragedy of Hamlet 

Ofhel. Doe you doubt that? 

Laer. For Hamlet , and the trifling of his favour, 
Hold it a fafhion, and a toy in blood, 

A violet in the youth of prime nature. 

Forward, not permanent ; fweet,not lafting. 

The perfume and fuppliance of a minute : 

No more. 

Ofhel. No more but lo. 

L aer. Thinke it no more. 

For nature creffant does not grow alone. 

In thewes and bulkes, but as this Temple waxes. 
The inward fervice of the mind and foule 
Growes wide withall : perhaps he loves you now. 
And now no ibile nor cautell doth befmerch 
The vertue of his will ; but you muft .feare 
His greatneffc wai’d, his will is not his owne. 

He may not, as unvalued perlons doe. 

Crave for himfelfe ; for on his choice depends 
The lafety and health of thiswhole ftate. 

And therefore muft his choice be circumfcrib’d 
Unto the voice and yeeldihg of that body 
Whereof he is the head: then if he fries he loves you. 
It fits your wildome lb far tobeleeveit. 

As he in his particular ad and place 
May give his faying deed ; which is no further 
Than the maine voice of Denmarke goes withall. 
Then weigh wbat Ioffe your honour may fuftaine. 

If with too credent eareyou lift his longs, 

Or loofe your heart, or your chaftetreafiire open 
To his unmaftred importutiitie. 

Feare it Ophelia , feare it my deare After, 

Andkeep you in the reare of your aflfe&ion. 

Out of the (hot and danger of defire : 

The charieft maid is prodigall enough, 

If (be unmaske her beauty to the Moone : 

<[ Vertue it felfe fcapes not calumnious ftrokes ; 

«« The canker galls the infant of the Spring 
Too oft before their buttons be difclos’d, 



* ... -• 
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And 



• frinct o/Denmarfce: 

. mnrne a nd liquid dew of youth 
A ncJ in biaftments are moft imminent. 

Contag lOUS u e ftfafety lyes in feare. 

Be wane them ^ ^ h Jugh none elfe neere. 
Youthtoit e ^ e(a this Ieflon keep, 

0{h rcLcn to my heart : But good my brother 
* sW « feme ungracious Paftors doe, 

P oe n °i t he 'fteep and thorny way of heave*, 

I p U ft and rechlefTe Libertine, 

Sfelfet P he primrofepath of dalUance treads, 

reakesnot bis owne reed. Enter Felons 

Laer.O feare menotj 
1 ftav too long : but here my father comes. 

A double bleffing is a double grace, 

Occafion fmiles upon a fecond leave. 

°<p 0 lo. Yet here Laertes ? aboord,aboord for frame. 
The winde fits in the Ihoulder of your laile, . 
Andyouareftaidfor. Thereby bleffing with thee. 

And thefe few precepts in thy memory • 

Took thou chafer: Give thy thoughts no tongue, 
Nor any unproportion’d thought his aa : 

Bethou familiar, but by no meanes vulgar: . 

Thofe friends thou haft and their adoption tried, 
Grapplethem unto thy foule with hoops of fteele. 

But doe not dull thy palme with entertainment 
Ofeach new hatcht , unfledg’d courage : beware 
Of entrance to a quarrell , but being in, 

Bear t that th’oppofer may beware of thee : . 

Give every man thy eare, but few thy voice ; 

Take each mans cenfare, but referve thy judgement : 
Coftlythy habit as thy purfe canbuy. 

But not expreft in fancy; rich, not gaudy ; 

For the apparelloft proclaimes the man. 

And they in France of the beft ranke and ftation. 

Are of a moft fele<ft and generous, chiefe in that : 
Neither a borrower nor a lender boy. 

For love oft lofes both it felfe and friend. 

And borrowing dulls the edge of husbandry. 
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The Tragedy 0/ Hamlet 

This above all, to thine owne felfe be true. 

And it muff follow asthe night to day, 

Thou canft not then be falfe to any man. 

Farewell, my blerting feafon this in thee. 

Laer. Moll hnmbly doe I take my leave my Lord. 

Pol. The time inverts you, goe, your fervants tend. 

Laer. Farewell Ophelia, and remember well 
What I have laid to you. 

Ophel. ’Tis in my memory Iockt, 

And you your felfe (ball keep the key of it. 

Laer. Farewell. Exit Laertes. 

P ol. What is’t Ophelia he hath faid to you ? 

Ophel. So pleale y ou,lomething touching the Lord Hamlet 

Pol. Marrie well bethought. 

’Tis told me he hath very ofc of late 

Given private time to you : and you your felfe 

Have ofyour audience beene moft free and bounteous* 

If it be fo, as (b ’tis put on me. 

And that in way of caution , I muft tell you 
You doe not underftand your felfe fb cleerly 
As it behoves my daughter, and your honour : 

Whatis between you ? give me up the truth. 

Ophel He hath my Lord of late made many tenders 
Of his affe&ion to me. 

Pol. Affe&ion ! pub, youfpeake like a gteene girle, 
Unfifted in fuchperillous circuinftance: 

Doe youbeleevehis tenders,as you call them ? 

Ophel I doe not know, my Lord, what I fhould thinkfi. 

P ol. Marry I will teach you .think your felfe a babie. 

That you have ta’n thefe tenders for true pay, 

Which are not fterling : tender your felfe more dearly, 

Or (not to cracke the windeof the poore phrafe ) 
yV rong it thus, you’ll tender me a fbole. 

Ophel. My Lord, he hath importun’d me with love 
In honourable fafhion. 

'Pel. I, fafhion you may call it, goe too, goe too. 

Ophel. And hath given countenance to his fpeech. 

My Lord with almoft all the holy vowes of heaven. 



Teh 



Denmark* . 

ratc h Wood-cockes ; I do know 
M burnes how prodigall thefoule 

Whf t ongue vowes , thefe blazes daughtec 

b nds ^ jfabt than heat ; extind xnboth, 

Civjng n£r promiie, as it is a making, 

E'’ en rak’t for fire : from this time 

YC fmethingfcanterofyourmaiden prefence, 

* our endearments ata higher rate 
Summand to parley; for Lord Hamlet, 

Seevelbmuchin him.thatheis young, 

S with a larger tedder may he walke 
be given you : in few Opheha, 
noenot beleeve his vowes, for they are Brokers, 

Mot of that dyewhich their inveftments (hew, 

Have von fo (lander any moments lei lure. 

As codewords or talke with the Lord Hamlet , 

Looke°too’t I charge you, come your wayes. 

Ophel. I (ball obey my Lord. , 

‘ Enter Hamlet, Horatio ,and Marcellm, 

Ham. The aire bites fhrewdly, it is very cold. 

Bora. It is nipping, and an eager aire. 

Ham. What houre now ? 

Bora. I thinke it lacks of twelve. 

Mar. No, itisrtrooke. 

Hora. Indeed, I heard it not ; it then drawes neere the l eafon 
Wherein the fpirit held his wont to walk. A flourish of Trunt* 

What does this meane my Lord ? pets, and two pieces goe off. 

Ham. The King doth walke to night, and takes his rowfe, 

Keepes waffell, and the fwaggering up-fpring reeles. 

And as he draines his draughts of Rhcnifh dowrie. 

The Kettle Drum and Trumpet thus bray out 
The triumph of his pledge. 

Hora, Is it a curtome ? 

Ham. I marry is’t, 
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The Tragedy of Hamlet 

fiut to my minde-, though lam native here 
And to the mann er borne, it is.a euftome 
More honour’d in the breach than the obfervance : 
This heavie-headed reveil Eaft and Weft 
Makes us traduc’d and taxed of other Nations ; 
They clepe us Drunkards,and with Iwinifh phrafe 
Soileour addition :and indeed it takes 
From our atchi evement s,though perform’d at height. 
The pith and marrow of our attribute : 

So oft it chances in particular men, 

That for fome vicious mole of nature in them, 

As in their birth, wherein they are not guilty, 

( Since nature cannot cboofe his origen) 

By their ore-growth of fbme complexion, 

Oft breaking downe the pales and forts of reafon { 

Or by feme habit that too much ore-leavens 
The forme of plaufive manners,thatthelemen 
Carrying I fay the ftampe of one defeeft. 

Being Natures livery,or Fortunes ftarre. 

His vertues ellebe they as pure as grace, 

As infinite as man may undergoe. 

Shall in the general! cenfure take corruption 
From that particular fault : the dram of eaie 
Doth all the noble fhbftance of a doubt 
To his owne fcandall. Enter ghoft. 

Hor. Looke my Lord, it comes. 

Ham. Angels and Minifters of grace defend us ! 

Be thou a Ipirit of health, or Goblin damn’d, 

Bring with thee aires from heaven,or blafts from hd> 
Be thy intents wicked or charitable, 

Thoucom’ft-in fiich a queftionable flhape 
That Iwrll fpcaketo thee; IlecaUthee Hamlet > 
King, Father , royall Dane: O anfwere me. 

Let me notburft in ignorance, but tell 
Why thy canoniz’d bones hearfed in death 
Have burft their cerements : why the Sepulcher, 
Wherein we law thee quietly interr’d. 

Hath op’t his ponderous ana marble jawe$, 
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frince of Denmark*. 

• . . w hat mav this meanc 

That rh°u of t he rnoonc, 

srsi&£ dM ? B,ckM 

A fif it feme impartment did de fire 

cow-"** 

jtwaves you to a more removed ground. 

But doe not goe with it. 

SfilC&nlwiUfoIIowit. 

tS^&y***** 

I doe not fee my life at a pins fee . 

And for my foule , what can it doe to that. 

Being a thing immortall like it felfe - 

It waves me forth againe. He follow it. , 

Hora. What if it tempt you toward the flood my Lord,-, 

Or to the dreadfull fbmnet of the cleere, 

Thatbettels ore his bafe into the lea, 

And there aflame feme other horrible forme. 

Which might deprive your foveraigntyofreafon. 

And draw you into madnefle ? thinke or it, 

Thevery place puts toyes ofdefperation 
Without more motive, into every braine. 

That lookes fo many fadomes to the fea. 

And heares.it roare beneath. 

Ham.lt waves me fliil,. 

Goe on, lie follow thee. 
l Mar. You fhall not goe my Lord. 

Ham. Hold off your hands- 
Hera. Be rul’d, you fhall notgoe. 

Ham. My fate cryes out. 

And makes each petty artery in this body 
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The Tragedy of Hamlet 



As hardy as the N erne an Lions nerve : . r r , 

Still am I call’d ; unhand me Gentlemen, 

By heaven lie make a Ghoft of him that lets me: 

I fay away : Goeon lie follow thee. Exit Ghofi and H m i t 

Bor. He vvaxes delperate with imagination. w ‘ 

Mar. L ets follpw, ’tis not fit thus to obey him. 

Bora . Have-after : to what ifliie will this come? 

Mar ■ Something is rotten in the State of Denmarkei 
Bora. Heaven will diredf it. 

Mar. Nay let’s follow him. Exeunt. 

Enter Cj he fi and Hamlet. 

Ham. Whither wilt thou lead me ? ipeake, lie goe no further. 
Ghofi. Marke me. 

Bam. I will. 

Chofi. My houre isalmoftcome. 

When I to lulphrous and tormenting flames . 

Muft render up my ielfe. : , i: 

Bam. Alas poore Ghoft. 

Ghofi. Pity me not, but lend thy ferious hearing 
To what I fhall unfold. 

Ham. Speake, I am bound to heare. 

Gho. So art thou to revenge when’ thou {halt heare. 

Bam. W hat ? f' ■ • '.or." 

Ghofi. I am thy fathers fpirit, 

Doom’d for a certaine terme to walke the night. 

And for the day cohfiti’d to faft in fires, 

Till the foule crimes, done in my'dayesof nature 
Are burnt ard purg’d away : Blit that lamforbid 
Totellthefecretsof myprifon hdfile, 

I could a tale unfold, whole lighted word 
W ould harrow up thy foule, freeze thy young blood. 

Make thy two eyes like ftars ftart from their Ipheres, 

Thy knotted and combined lockes to part, 1 
And'eacb particular haire to ftand an end 
Like quills upon the fearefull Porpentine : 

But this eternal I blazon muft ndt be 

To eares of flefh and blood : lift, lift, O lift, 

If thou didft ever thy deare father love. 



(Prince of Denmarke.’ 

,his: [oa,c &| ‘ noft onMt “ aI! ’ 

ghofi . M . . j ftrange and unnaturall. . 

t“‘‘ « Haltme to knowl.that I with *™S S « C ” lK 

*S2»ot.he chou|ht S oflovc. 

Raniely abufed : but know thou, noble Youth, 
TheSerpent that did ftingthy fathers. 1 e 
Now weares his Crowns- T 

Ham. O my Propheucke foufo.my unc - 

Ghofi. I, that inceftuous,that adulteratebea , 

With witchcraft of his wits, with trait rous a itts, 

0 wicked wits, and gifts that have the power 

So co feduce ! won to his fhamei ull lult 

The will of my moft feeming vertuous Queen©, 

0 Hamlet, what a falling off was th- re 
From me, whofelove was of that dignity. 

That it went hand in hand even with the vow 
] made to her in marriage ? and to decline 
Upon a wretch , whofe naturall gifts were poore 
To thofe of mine'bur verrue,as it never will be mov a 
Though lewdneffe court it in a fbape of heaven, 

So but though to a radiant Angle linckt, . 

Will fort it felfe in a celefliallbed, , 

And prey on garbage. _ 

But foft, me thinkes I fent the morning aire, 

Briefe let me be : S leeping within my Orchard, 

My cuftome alwaies of the afternoone. 

Upon my fecure houre thy uncle ftole 
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The Tragedy of Hamlet 

With juice of curfed Hebona in a Viall, 

And in the porches of my eares did poure 
The leprous diftilment, whofeeffeft: 

Holds fiich an enmity with blood Of man, 

That iwift as Quick-ftlver it courfes through 
The naturall gates and allies of the body, 

And with a fudden vigour it doth pOflefle 
And curd, like eager droppings into milke, 

The thin and whplfome blood ; lb did it mine. 

And a mod inftant fetter bafkt about 
Moft Lazar-like, with vilcand Ioathfome cruft 
All my fmooth body. 

Thus was I fleepingiby a brothers hand. 

Of life, of Crowne,Of Queene at once difpatcht. 
Cutoff even in thebtailQmesofmy finne, 

Unnuzl cd, difappoititedjun-anueld, 

No reckoning made.but fent to my account 
With all my imperfections on my head. 

Oh horrible, O horrible, moft horrible. 

If thou haft nature in thee beareit not, v 

Let nottheroyallbed of Denmark* be 
A couch for Luxury and damned Inceft. 

But howlomever thou purltreft this aft. 

Taint not thy minde,nor let thy foule contrive 
Againft thy mother ought, leave her to heaven. 

And to thofe thornes thatin her bofome 'lodge, 

To pricke and fting her : fare thee well at once, 
TheGloworme Ibewes the matine to be neere. 

And ’gins to pale bis nneffeftuall fire : 

Adieu, adieu, adieu, remember me. - 

Ham. O all you hoft Of heaven 1 0 earth ! what elle? 
And fhall I couple hell ?Ofiel hold my heart. 

And you my finewes,grow not iriftant did. 

But beare me fwiftly up ; remember thee . 

I thou poore Ghoft, whiles memory holds a feac 
In this di drafted G lobe : remember thee i 
Yea, from the table of my memorie 
lie wipe away all triviallfond records, 



Prince of Denmarke* 

c L nn kes all formes/all preffurespaft, 

A 11 favV ° h an d obfervation copied there 
7b3 j f rommandement *11 alone fhall live 

^hnthebooke and volume ofrny braine. 

If Ilfi with baler matter ^yes by heaven. 

l leaft I am fure it may be fo in Denmark?. 

Sounde there you are mow to myword. 

It is adieu, adieu, remember me. £ 0 „ d M 4rccHm t 

rhavefwomet. 

Bora. My Lord, my Lord. 

Mar. lord Hamlet. 

Bora. Heavens fecure him. 

Bam. So be it. 
t Mar. Illo, ho, ho, my Lord. 

Bam. Hillo, ho, ho boy, come, and come. 

Mar- How i s’t my noble Lord ? 

Bam. O wonderfull 1 
JJor. Good my Lord tell it. _ 
ftw. No, you will reveale it. 

Hora. Not I my Lord by heaven. 

Mar Nor I my Lord. . . 

Bam. How lay you then, would heart of man once thinks it - 
But you’ll be fecret. 

Both. Iby heaven. 

Ham. There’s never avillaine 
Dwelling in all Denmark ft 
But hee’s an arrant Knave. 

Hora. There needs no Ghoft, my Lord, come from the grave 
To tell us this. 

Ham. Why right, you are in the right, 

And fo without more circumftance at all • 

I hold it fit that we fbake hands and part, -f* 

You as yourbufineffe and defire fhall point you, 

For every man hath bufineffe and defire, 
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The Tragedy of Hamlet 

Such as it Is* and for my owne poore pare 
1 will goe pray. 

Hora. Theie are but wild and whur ling words my Lord 
Ham. I am forry they offend you heartily, 

Yes faith heartily. 

Hera. There’s no offence my Lord. 

Ham. Yes by Saint Patrick ,*? but there is Horatio, 

And much offence too : touching th is vifion here. 

It is an honed Ghoft, that let me tell you ; 

For your defire to knQw what is betweene us 
Ore-mafter’t as you may: and now good friends 
As you are friends. Scholars, and Souldiers 
Give me one poore requeft. 

H era. What is’t my Lord, we will. 

H. am. Never make knowne what you have leene to night. 

. Poth. My Lord we will not. 

Ham. Nay but fwear’t. 

Hora. In faith my Lord not I. 

CAPar. Nor I my Lord in faith. j 

Ham. Upon my fword. 

Mar. Wehavefworne my Lord already.* 

Ham. Indeed upon my fword, indeed. 

Ghofi cries under the fiacre. 

Cjhofi. Sweare. 

Ham. Ha, ha, boy, faift thou fo ? art thou there true- penny ? 
Come on, you heare this fellow in the Selleridge 
Confenc to fweare. 

Hora. Propofe the oath my Lord. 

Ham. Never to fpeakeof this that you have leene, 

Sweare by my fword- . 

Ghofi S veare. 

Ham. Hie & uhicjue, then wee’ll fhift our ground : 

Come hither Gem lemen 

And lay your hands againe upon my fword : 

Sweare by my fvord. 

Never to fpeal^ of this that yon have heard. 

Ghofi. Sweare by his fword. 

Ham. W ell faid old Mole,canft thou worke i’ch earth fo fall ? 

Awor- 
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prince 0/ Den marked 

. n'^npi- once more remove good friends. 

A worthyPjj a ’ nd night 1 but this is wondrous ftrange. 
tf erUi , nc | therefore as a ftranger give itvvelcome: 

^ ^ore things in heaven and earth Horatio 
rSSo&vourrhiiofoph, : tat come. 

S K r s Worc;ncvertbhelpyoamercy, 

iifrjn»e ot edde fo ere I taare my feta, 
f! toerchan 1 ^ hereafter Ihall thinke meet. 

Tnnutanantike difpofitionon, 

at filch times feeing me, never Itatf 
Wich armes encombred chus , or bead thus flak t, 

-. l pronouncing of fomedoubtfull phrafe, 

h Jell well, we know, or we could and if we wou , 

Or if we lift to fpeake,or there be and if they mi 0 hc> , 

Or fuch ambiguous giving out, to note) 

That you know ought of me, this doefweare. 

So grace and mercy at your moft need helpe yon. 

Ghofi. Sweare. . _ . 

Ham. Reft, reft, perturbed fpirit- So Gentlemen 
With all my love I doe commend me to you. 

And what fo poore a man as Hamlet is 

May doe t’expreffe his love and friendingto you _ 

God willing (hall not lacke : let us goe in whether. 

And ftill your fingers on your lips I pray. 

The time is out of joint, O curfed fpight 

That ever I was borne to fet it right 1 

Nay come, lets goe together. Exeunt • 

, Enter old Tolonim with his man or two. 

Pol. Give him this money, and thefe two notes Reynaldo 
Rey. Iwillmylord. 

Pol. You fhall doe marvellous wifely, good Reynaldo* 
Before you vifit him to make inquire 
Of his behaviour. 

Rey My Lord I did intend it. 

Pol, Mairrie well faid, very well faid,looke you fir. 

Enquire me firft what Danskers are in Paris , 

And how, and who,what means, and where they keep, 

What company, at what expcnce : and finding 

D* 
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The Tragedy of Hamlet 

By this encompaffment and drift of queftion. 

That they doe know my fon , come you more neerer 
Then your particular demands will touch it. 

Take you as’t were fome diftant knowledgeof him. 

As thus, I know his father, and his friends, 

And in part him : Doe you marke this Reynaldo ? 

Rey. I,- very well my Lord. 

‘Pol. And in part him,but you may fay nCt well. 

But if it be he I meane hee’s very wilde, 

Addi&ed fo and fo, and there put on him 
What forgeries you pleafe, marry none for anke 
As may di (honour him, take heed of that ; 

But fir, fuch wanton, wild, and ufuall flips 
As are companious noted and moft knowne 
To youth and liberty. 

Key. As gaming my Lord. 

TV. I, or drinking, fencing, {wearing, 

Quarrelling, drabbing, you may goe fo farre. 

Rey . My Lord, that would dishonour him. 

Pol. Faith as you may feafon it in the charge. 

You muft not put another foandafl onhim. 

That he is open to incontinency, 

That’s not my meaning, but breath his faults fo quaintly, 
That they may feeme the taints ofliberty. 

The flafh and out-breake of a fiery mind, 

A favagenefle in unreclaimed blood 
Ofgenerallaflault. 1 i '• 

Rey. But my good Lord. 

W herefore fhould you doe this ? 

Rey. I my Lord, 1 would know that. • 

Pol.ytwy firhereVmy drift; ' 

And I beleeve it is a fetch of wit.; 

You laying thefe Height follies on my fonne. 

As ’twere a thing a little foil’d with working, 

Mark you, your party in converfe,be yon would found? 
Having ever feene in the prenominate crimes 
The youth yon breath of guilty, be aflfor’d 
He clofes with you in this confequence ,' 



Good 




Prince of Denmarke.' 

. , r*\ nr friend, or Gentleman, 

Sdiogtothe phrafe or the addition • 

anandcountrey.. 

B fthe^afle I was about to fay fomethwg. 
clofes in the confequence. 

IL him enter foch and fuch a houfe offae. 

Videlicet, a Brothell, or foforth. See you now, 
your bait of falfliood takes thiscarpeof truth. 

And thus doe we of wifdome and of reach. 

With windlefles, and with eflayes of byas. 

By indiredfs finde directions out : 

So bv my former Leftnre and advice 

Shall you my fonne. You have me, have you not . 

%ey. My Lord I have. 

Pol. God buy ye, fare ye well. 

Rey. Good my Lord. . ■ 

Obferve his inclination m yourielte. 

Rey. I (ball my Lord. 

e j>ol. And let him ply his Muficke. 

Rey. W ell my Lord. Exit Rey. 

Enter Ophelia. 

Po/.Farweil.How nowOphelia, what’s the matter? 
Oph. O my Lord, my Lord,I have bin fo affrighted. 
Polo. W ith what i’th name of God ? 

Op he l . My Lord as 1 was fowing in my Clofet, 
Lord Hamlet with His doublet all unbrac’d. 

No hat upon his head his ftockins foul’d, 

Ungartred, and downe gyved to his ankle. 

Pale as his fliirt, his knees knocking each other, ' 

D 3 









The Tragedy «/ Hamlet 

And with a looke fo piteous in purport. 

As if he had beene looted out ofhell 
To (peake of horrors, he cbmes before me. 

Pol. Mad for thy love ? 

Opbel. My Lord I doe not knov, 

But truely I doe feare it. 

Pol. Whatfaidhe? 

Opbel. He took me by the wrift, and held me hard. 
Then goes he to the length of all his arme, 

And with his other hand thus ore his brow 
He falls to luch perulall of my face 
As a would drawit : long ftaid he fo. 

At laft, a little fhaking of mine arme. 

And thrice his head thus waving up and downe. 

He raifed a figh fo piteous and profound 
As it did foeme to (batter all his bulke, 

A nd end his being r that done, he lets me goe. 

And with his head over his fhoulders turn’d 
Hee feem’d to finde his way without his eyes ; 

For out of doores he went without their helpes. 

And to the laft bended their light on me. 

Pol. Come, goe with me, I willgoe feeke the Ki ng, 
This is the very extafie of love, 

W hofe violent property forgoes it felfe, 

And leads the will to delperace undertakings. 

As oft as any paffions under heaven 
That does afflict our natures : I am forrie ; 

W hat ? have you given him any hard words of late ? 

Opbel. No my good Lord, but as youdid command, 
I did repell his letters, and deni’d 
His accefle to me. 

P ol. That hath made him mad : 

I am forrie that with better heed and judgement 
I had not coated him ; I fear’d he did but trifle. 

And meant to wrack thee, but befhrew my jealoufie; 
By heaven it is as proper to our age 
To call beyond our felves in our opinions, 

As it is common for the younger fort 



To 



(Prince <9/ Denmark^ 

To ^ cIofe “ li§ht move 

Lmt ‘pim$. Enter King and Queene, Rofencraw and 
Gutldenfiene. 

n „ f Welcome deare Rofencram and Gmldenfierne , 
J*ofcr, that we much did long to fee you. 

The need we have to ufe you did provoke 
Ourhaftie fending. Something you have heard 
ot Hamlets transformant n,fo I call it, 

Sith nor th’exterior, nor the inward man 
Humbles that it was : what it (bould be 
More than his fathers death, that thus hath put him 
So much from tht undemanding of himfelfe 
i cannot dreame of : 1 entreat yon both, 

That being of fo young dayes brought up witn him, 

And fith 10 neighboured to his youth and haviour. 

That you vouchfafe your reft here in our Court 
Some little time, foby your companies 
To draw him on to pleafures and to gather 
So much as from occahon you may gleane, ' 

Whether ought to us unknown afflicts him thus 

That open’d lyes within our remedy. 

Que .Good Genrlemen,he hath much talkt ofyOU, 

And lure I am two men there are not living 
To whom he more adheres ; if it will pleafe you 
Tofhew usfo much gentry and good will. 

As to expend your rime with us a while 
For the fupply and profit of onr hope. 

Your vifitarion fhould receive foch thankeS 
As fits a Kings remembrance. 

Rof. Both your Majefties 
Migntby the Soveraigne power you have of us 
Put your dread plealiires more into command 
Than to intreaty. 

Guil. But we both obey. 

And here give up our felves in the full bent 
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To lay ourfervice freely at your feet. 

King Thanks Rofencratu and gentle Guildenfiern. 

Que. Thanks Guildenfiern, am gentle Rofencratu. 

And Ibefeechyouipftantly tovifit 
My too much changed fonne : goe feme of you 
And bring thefe Gentlemen where Ham let is. 

Gail. Heavens make our prefence and our pra&ices 
Pleafant and helpfullto him. 

Queen. Amen. Exeunt Ref, .and Guil, 

Enter Polonius. 

Po/.Th’Embalfadors from Norway, my good Lord, 

Are joyfully return’d. 

King. Thou ftil haft bin the Father of good newes. 

TV. Have I my Lord ? I aflure my good Liege 
I hold my duty as I hold my foule, 

Both to my God and to my gracious King : 

And I doe thinke,or elfe this braine of mine 
Hunts not the tray le of policiefofure 
As it hath us’d to doe, that I have found 
The very caufeof Hamlets lunacie. 

King. O fpeake of that, that doe I long to heare. 

Pol. Give firft admittance to the E nbafladors, 

My newes fhall be the fruit to that great feaft. 

King. Thy felfe doe grace to them,& bring them in. 

He tels me, my deare Cjertrud, he hath found 
The head andfourceofall your fonpes diftemper. 

Quee . I doubt it is no other but the maine. 

His fathers death, and our haftie marriage. 

Enter Smbafadors. 

King;. Wei l,we ftiall fift him : welcome my good friends 
Say Voltemand. what from our brother Norway ? 

Vol. Mod faire returne of greetings and defires : 

Upon our firft he lent out to fupprefle 
HisNephewes levies, which to him appeard 
To be a preparation ’gainft the Pollacke, 

But better lookt into, be truly found 

It was againft your Highnefle ; whereat gnev d 
That fo his ficknefle, age, and impotence 



(prince of Denmarkc? 

WaS my b°afe whfoh hefobriefe obayes. 

* te eSfiy a S >inft ! 

To give th a» a y ovcr come with joy 

« ba S,So t / t hoa6nd crowns in amnd 6» 
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Through yon r ^o m i”i°ns for this enterprise 
Jnfuch regards offafcty and allowance 

As herein are fetdowne. 

Anfwer, and thinke upon this bufineffe. . ^ 

Meanetime wethank you for youtw 

Goe to your reft, at night wee 11 feaft togetn \ 
SJicomcbomc. Exe.nt Emb.W"- 

Tol. This bufineffe is well ended, 

Mv Liege and Madam, toexpoftulate 
W hat majeflie fhould be, what duty is, # , 

Why day is day, night night, and time is time, . 
Were nothing but to wafte night, day, and time , 
Therefore brevitie is the foule of wit, 
Andtedioufneffethelimbes and outward flounfnes. 
I willbebriefe : your noble fonne is mad. 

Mad call I it, for to define true madneffe. 

What is’tbut to be nothing elfe but mad * 

But let that goe. 

Quee. More matter with leffe art. 

Pol. Madam I fweare I ufe no art at all. 

That hee’s mad ’tis true, ’tis true, 'tis pitty 
And pitty ’tis 'tis true, a foolifh figure, 

But farewell it, for I will ufe no art : 

Mad let us grant him then, and now remaines 
That we finde ouuhe caufe of this effeft. 
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Or rather fay the caufe of this defeft. 

For this efft& defective comes by caule : 

Thus it remaines, and the remainder thus. 

Perpend. 

I have a daughter, have while (he is mine. 

Who in her duty and obedience, marke. 

Hath given me this ; now gather and furmife. 

To the C elefiiai» myfoulcs I dollytbc mofi beautified OnUr 
Thu's an Wfbraft* vUtfhra{,J,c*mifi,d is a vfotusfr 
Jos* Jbalt beare.tjius its her excellrnt \xhire hofome^bfe W 

Que en . Came this from Hamlet to her ? 

7W. Good Madam ftay a while, I will be faithfull. 

Doubt thou the fiarres are fire. Letter. 

D oubt that t he funne doth move , 

Doubt truth to be a lyer t 
But never doubt Ilove. 

O deare Ophelia lam ill at thefe numbers , / have not art t» 
reckon my groanes; but that I love thee belt, O mofi befi beleeve 
ft : Adieu. Thine evermore mofi deare Lady ,whilefi this 
mach ine is to himj Hamlet. 

Pol, This in obedience hath my daughter Ihowne me, 

And more about have hislolicitings. 

As they fell out by time, by meanes,and place. 

All given to mine eare. 

King. But how hath fhe receiv’d his love ? 

P ol. What doe you thinke of me ? 

King. As of a man faithfull and honourable. 

Pol. I would faine prove fo ; but what might you thinke 
When I had feene this hot love on the wing, 

As I perceiv’d it (l muft tell. you that) 

Before my daughter told me ; what might you 
Or my deare Majeftie your Queen here thinke. 

If I had plaid the deske, or T able-booke. 

Or given my heart a winking, mute and dumbe. 

Or Iookt upon this love with idle fight. 

What might you thinke ? no,I went round to worke, 

And my young Miftrefle thus T did befpeakc: 

Lord Hamlet is a Prince out of thy fphere. 

This muft not be : and then I precepts gave her. That 




(Prince of Dcnmarke: 

. . j wke her fclfe from his retort. 

^•^omdfengers, receive no tokens. _ . 
no metieng , f s 0 f mY 



= Kinnew he “ ws ’ 

Do™”u Thinte 'ti! this ? 

That I have pofitively laid, tis fo» 

When it prov’d otherwife ? 

hid indeed 

Within the Centre. 

SSSSkes fourehonres together 

Herein the Lobby. 

Queen. So he does indeed. 

Pol. At fuch a time He loofe my daughter to him. 

Be you and I behind the Arras then, 

Matke the encounter; if he love her not. 

And be not from his reafon faine thereon. 

Let me be no afliftant for a State, 

But keep a Farme and Carters. 

King. We will try it. Enter Hamlet. 

Queen. But look where fadly the poore wretch comes reading. 
Pol. Away, I doebefecch you both away. Exit King and 

lie board him prefently.Oh give me leave. Queen. 

How does my good Lord Hamlet ? 

Ham. W ell, God a mercy. 

Pel. Doe you know me, my Lord ? 

Ham. Excellent well, you are a Fifhmonger. 

Pol. Not I my Lord. 
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T7;e Tragedy 0 / Hamlet 

ZTrfw.Thenl would you were lb honeft a matv 

TV. Honeft my Lora? 

Ham. I fir, to be honeft as this world goes 
Is to be one man pickt out often thoufand. 

TV. That’s very true my Lord. 

Ham. For ifthe Sunne breed maggots in a dead dogee.Un,, 
good killing carrion. Have you a daughter ? Cn & J 

Pol. 1 have my Lord. 

Ham , Let her not walke i’th Sun, conception is a blelfing 
But as your daughter may conceive, friend looke to’t. 

Pol. How fay you by that ? ftill harping on my daughter, yet he 
knew me not at fir ft, a Laid I was a filh- monger, a is far gone ; and 
truly in my youth I luftered much extremity for love , very neare 
this : Ilefpeaketo him againe. What doe you read my Lord? 

Ham. Words, words, words. 

Pol. W hat is the matter my-Lord ? 

Ham. Betweene who ? 

Pol. I meane the matter that you read my Lord; 

Ham. Slanders fir : for the Satyricall Rogue faies here, that old 
men have gray beards, that their faces are wrinkled, their eyes 
purging rhicke Amber, and Plum-tree Gum, and that they havea 
plentiful! lacke of wit , together with moft vveake hams, all which 
fir though I moft powerfully and potently beleeve, yet I holdic 
not honeftie to have it thus let downe, for your felfe fir Hull grow 
old, a s I am, if like a crab you could goe backward. 

Pol. Though rhisbe madnefte , yet there is method in’t , will 
you walke out of the aire my Lord ? 

Ham. Into my grave. 

Pol. Indeed that’s out of the aire ; how pregnant fometimes 
bis replyes are ? a happines that often madnes hits on, which rca- 
fon and fan&itie could not fo happily be delivered of. I will'leave 
him and my daughter. My Lord I will take my leave ofyou. 

Ham. You cannot take from me any thing that I will notmore 
willingly part withall, except my life, except my life, except my 
Ufk & y Enter (jUiUenftcrne avd Raf entrant. 

Pol. Fare you well my Lord . 

Ham. Thefe tedious old fooles. . . 

pel. You goe to lecke the Lord Hamlet, taste he is, ^ 



frmceof Deomarke. 

aood lads how doe youboth ? 

^a r c w"' ever S <*► 

w ft«!N«3«“p lhoo,: - 

taw* middle ofh ^ 

M - To vifit nrcvenpowe in thanks, but 1 thank 

Gm l. What fbould we fay my Lora . , there 

have fent for you. 

V^Thafyou nS te°ach me :but let me conjure you by the 
riehtsofour fellovvlhips.by the confonancy of onrguth > by the 
obligation of our ever preferved love , and by whamore dearea 
better propofer can charge you withall , bee even and direft with 
me whether you were fent for or no. 

Rof. What fay you ? „ , tJ . -t 

HamXhy then I have an eie of you,if you love me hold not oft. 

Guyl. My Lord we were fent for. 

Ham. I will tell you why, fo (hall my anticipation prevent your 

iifeovery , and your fecrecy to the King and Queen moulf no fca- 



'V. M 










The Tragedy of Hamlet 

ther : I have of late, but wherefore I know not, loft all m • 
forgone all euftome of exercifesjand indeed it coes fo h 
my difpofition, that this goodly frame the earth feemes rn lctl 
fterill promontorie ; thismoft excellent Canopie theair i i 1 
you, this brave ore-hanged firmament, this majefticall roofe r 
ted with golden fire, why it appeareth nothing to me but fot 
andpeftilent congregation of vapours. Whatapieceaworkp 6 
man ! how noble in reaion how infinitein faculties ! in forme h 
moving how expreffe and admirable! inatfion how like an A 
gel ! in apprehenfion how like a God ! the beauty ofthe world.th' 
paragon ofanimals;& yet to me what is this quinteflenceofduft > 
man delights not me, nor woman neither, though by your fmiline 
you feeme to lay fo. ° 

JR of. My Lord there was no fuch ftuffe in my thoughts. 

Ham. Why did ye laugh then,when I laid man delights not me? 

Rof.To thinke my Lord, if you delight not in man, what Lenten 
entertainment thePIaiers (hall receive from you,we coated them 
on the way, and hither are they comming to offer you fervice. 

Ham. He that playes the King (hall be welcome, his Majeftia 
fhall have tribute of mee, the adventurous Knight lhallufe his 
fbyle and target, the lover (hall not figh gratis, the humorous man 
fhall end his partin peace, and the Lady (hall fay her mind freely, 
or the blankc verfe (hall halt for’t. W hat players are they ? 

Rof. Even thole you were wont to take fuch delight in, the Tra- 
gedians ofthe City. 

Ham. How chances it they travell ? their refidence both in re- 
putation and profit was better both wayes. 

Rof. I thinke their inhibition comes by the meanes of the late 
innovation. 

Ham. Doe they hold the lame eftimation they did when I was 
in the City ? are they (o followed ? 

No indeed, they are not. x 

Ham. It is not very ftrange ; for my uncle is King of Denmark, 
and thole that would make mouthes at him while my father lived, 
give twenty , forty, fifty, a hundred duckets a peece for his pnftitre 
in little : s’blood there is fomething in this more than natural, it 
Phi lofophy could finde it out. A FloHriJh. 

CHil. There are the players* 



(Prince of Den marked 

H* w. Gent 

S jcaly yoa -welcome : but 

^Uncle-father and Aunt-mother — deceived. 

come to ahem, for they lay 

nSe": You Vright fc a Monday mormng twaa then indeed. 

HSJlidl have new es to teU yon : when Rtffuu was an 

Aftorin Rome. , 

Pol. The Adtors are come hither my Lora. 

Ham. Buz, buz. 

Pol. Upon mine honour . . _ 

Ham. Then came each A&or onhisaiie. r j 

<Pol. The beft Adlors in the wor Id, either for Tragedy, Comedy, 
Hiftory, Paftorall, Paftorall-Comicall, Hiftorical-PaBorali fcene 
indevidabfeor Poem unlimited : S'«cc> carnw bee 
nor Plant tu too light for the law of writ and the liberty , thefe arc 

^Ha^Opptha Judge of Ifrael what a treafurehadft thou? 
Pol. What a treafure had he my Lord 
Ham. Why onefaire daughter and no more, the which hee lo- 
ved pafling well. 

Tol. Still on my daughter. 

Ham. Am I not i’th right old Jeptfja ? 

Pol ■ What (bllowes then my Lord ? 

Ham. W hy as by lot God wot , and then you know it came to 
pa(Te,as moftlike it was : thefirft tow ofthe pans chanfon will 

(hew 
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flievv you more, for looke where my abridgement comes. 

Enter the Players. 

H, am .You are welcome matters, welcome all , I am glad r 
thee well, welcome good friends; oh old friend! whythvf • 
valanccl fince I faw thee laft , com’ft thon to beard mee in n 
tnarkf * ? what my young Lady and Miftrefle 1 my Lady your Ua' 
(hip is neercr to heaven than when I faw you laft by the alcitud 
of a.chopine, pray God your voice, like a peece of uncurrant gold 
be not crackt within the ring : matters you are ail welcome, wee’ll 
e’en to’t like friendly Faukners , flye at any thing wee fee, wee'll 
have a fpeech ttrait , come give us a tafte of your quality, come a 
paflionate fpeech. 

Player . What Ipeech my good Lord ? 

Ham . I heard thee fpeaike me a fpeech once, but it was never a- 
&ed, orifit was, not above once, for the play I remember pleafed 
not the million, ’twas caviary to the generall, but it was as I recei- 
ved it and others, whofe judgements in luch matters cried in the 
top of mine , an excellent play , well digefted in the fcenes,fet 
downe with as much modefty as cunning. I remember onefaid 
there were no fallets in the lines to make the matter favoury.nor 
no matter in the phrafe that might indite the author of affeftion, 
but call’d it an honeft method, as wholefome as (weet, and by very 
much more handlome than fine ; one Ipeech in’t I chiefly loved, 
’twas oJEneas talketo Dido, and thereabout ofit elpecially when 
be fpeakes of Priams (laughter, if it live in your memory begin at 
this line,let me fee, let me fee,the rugged Pyrrhus like th’ircanian 
Beaft, ’tis not it begins with Pyrrhus. The rugged Pyrrhus, hee 
whofe fable armes, 

Blacke as his purpofe did the night refemble, 

When he lay couched in th’ominous horfe. 

Hath now his dread and blacke completion fmear’d 
W ith Heraldry more difmall head to foot : 

Now is he totall Gules, horridly trickt 

With blood of fathers, mothers, daughters, fonnes, 

Bak’d and embafted with the parching ftreets. 

That lend a tyrannous and a damned light 
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To their Lords murder, rotted in wrath and fire, 
And thus ore-cifed with coagulate gore, 
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But as wToften fee againft feme ftorme, 

A filence in the heavens, the rackes ftandftiH, 

Thebold wind fpeechlefle , and the orbebelo 
As hufh as death, anon the dreadfull thunder 
Doth rend the region : fo after Pyrrhus pawf , 

A rowfcd vengeance fetshim new aworke, 

And never did the Cyclops hammers (all, 

On Mars his armour, forg’d for proofeeterne. 

With lefleremorfe than Pyrrhus bleeding word 
Now falls on Priam. 

Out, out, thou ftrumpet Fortune ! all you gods 
In generall fynod take away her power, 

Breajce all the fpokes and felloes from her wneele. 

And boule the round nave downe the hill of heaven. 

As low as to the fiends* 

Pol- This is too long. 

Ha. It (hall to the Barbers with your beard : prethee fay on, he s 
for a jig, or a tale of bawdry,or he deeps ; fay on, come to Hecuba. 
Play. But who, ah woe had feene the mobled Queenc* 
i&iw.Themobled Queene ! 

^ p Polo. 



11 

I 











«» 



The Tragedy ©/Hamlet 

JPo/o. That’s good. 

P/^.Run barefoot up and downe,threatnine the 
With Bifen rhume, a clout upon ttahad*™™* 
Where late the diadem flood, and for a robe. 

About her lanke and all ore-teamed loynes, 

A blanket in the alarme of feare caught up. 

W ho this had feene, with tongue in venome fteept, 

’Gainft fortunes ftate would treafon have pronounc’d : 

But if the gods themlelves did fee her then, 

W hen fhe faw Pyrrhus make malicious lport 
In mincing with hisfword her husbands limbes. 

The inftant burft of clamor that fhe made, 

Unlefle things mortall move them not at all, 

W ould have made milch the burning eyes of heaven. 

And paffion in the gods. 

Pe/.Looke where he has not turned his colour, and has teares 

in’s eyes :pretheeno more. 

Ham. ’Tis well, lie have thee fpeake out the reft of this foone.’ 
Good my Lord doe you lee the Players well beftowed, doe you 
heare, let them be well ufed , for they are the abftraft andbriefe 
Chronicles of the time; afteryour death you were better have a 
bad Epitaph, than their ill report while you live. 

*Pol. My Lord I will ufe them according to their defert. 

Ham. Gods bodkin man much better, ufe every man after his 
defert, and who fhall fcape whipping ? ufe them after your owne 
honour and dignity, the leflethey deferve the more merit isin 
your bounty : Take them in. 

Pol . Come firs. 

Ham. Follow him friends,wee’ll heare a play to morrow ; doeft 
thou heare me old friend, can you play the murder of Gon&Ago ? 

Play. I my Lord. _ , 

Ham. Wee’ll hav’t, to morrow* night : you could for need ftuay 
a Ipeech of feme dofen lines, or fixteene lines ,which-I would let 
downe and infertin’t, could you not ? 

Play. I my Lord. 

Ham. Very well : follow that Lord , and looke you mocke him 
not- My good friends, He leave you tillnight, you are welcome 
to Elfeaottr. Exeunt Pol, and T layers, , 



(Prince of D enmarke. ^ 

Rtf G °^ Godbuyto you ; now am I alone. 

Rogue andpefant flaveamlt 
0 vvh nnftrous that this Player here 

Isi ^ n0t fitoSdreameofpa(non, 

Bat Ufnrfehis foule fo to his owne conceit, 

Could for ce 11 1S .11 rhevifaeewand, 

IM [« in j hlsv vhole funaion fating 

^th^formes tohis conceit, and all for nothing. 

Confound the ignorant ,and amaze indeed 
The very faculties of eyes and eares ; y » 

A dull and muddy metled raskall, peake 
Like John- a-dreames, unpregnant of my caule. 

And can fay nothing, no not for a King, 

Upon whofe property and molt deare lite 
A damn’d defeat was made : am I a coward . 

Who calls me villaine,breakes my pate acroiie, 
Pluckes oft* my beard, and blowes it i n my face, 
Twekes meby’th nofe, gives me the lye i th throat 
As deep as to the lungs ? who does ine this ? 

Hah >s’woundsI fhould take it, for it cannot be 
But I am pigeon liver’d, and Iacke gall 
To make opprellion bitter, or ere this 
I Ihould have fatted all the region Kites 
W ith this (laves offall : bloudy ,baudy villaine, _ 
Remorfleire,trecherous, lecherous, kindlefle villain. 
Why what an Afle ami? this is moft brave, 

That Ithe fonne of a deare father murthered, 
Prompted to my revenge by heaven and hell, 

Muft likea whoreunpacke my heart with words, 
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The Tragedy «/ Hamlet 

And fall a curling like a very drabbe, ftallion, fie upon’t r„u 
About my brained hum, I have heard r » ion. 

That gui ley creatures fitting at a Play 
Have by the very cunning of the Scene 
Beene ftrooke fo to the foule,that prefently 
They have proclaim’d their malefa&ions : 

For murther though it have no tongue will fpeake 
With moft miraculous organ. He have thefe Players 
Play fomething like the murther .of my father 
Before mine uncle : lie obferve his lookes. 

He tent him to the quicke,if a doe blench 
I know my courle. Thefpirit that I have feene 
May be a divell, and the divell hath power 
Tafliime a pleafing fhape, yea and perhaps 
Out of my weaknefle and my melancholly, 

As he is very potent with fuch fpirits, 

Abufes me to damne me : lie have grounds 

More relative thanthisjthePlay’s the thing 

W herein He catch the confidence of the King. Exit 

Enter King, Queene, Polonim , Ophelia, Rofencraus, <Juyl- 
denHerne, Lords. 

King. Andean you by no drift of conference 
Get from him why he puts on this confufion. 

Grating fo harfhly all his daies of quiet 
With turbulent and dangerous lunacie ? 

Rof. He does confelfe he feeles himfelfe diftra&ed. 

But from whatcaufe he will by nomeaneslpeake. 

Gujl. Nor doe we find him forward to be founded? 

But with a crafty madneflekeepes aloofe 
W hen we would bring him on tofome confelfion 
Ofhistrue eftate. 

Jpuee.'Did hereceiveyou well ? : j 

Rof. Moft likea Gentleman. 

Guyl. But with much forcing of his difpofition. 

Rof Niggard ofqueftion, but of our demands 
Moft free in his reply. 

Qtite. Did you a flay him to any paftimcA 

Rof. Madam, it fo fell out that c^rtaine Players 




f rtnee ofDc ntnat 

. rnn theway,ofthefe wetoldhim? 

ore ‘ ra ^j f ce me in him a kind ofjoy 

f te ItUnkcU havealrcad, order 
fighttoplw before him. 

l0 ^?Whhat!^yh«« r . 

Jd it doth much content me. 

That he as ’twere by accident may here 

feflKlSSffi&j*- 

We may of their encounter frankly judge. 

And gather by him as he is behav d, 

If'tbe th’afflicHon of hislove or no 

That thus he fufters for. 

Quee.I (hall obey you : 

Sppycaufe 

Of Hamlets wildnelfofo fhall I hope your vertues 
Willbring him to his wonted way agame, 

To both your honours. 

Ophel. Madam, I wifh it may. _ 

Pol.Ophelia walk you here : gracious fo pleale you 
Wewillbeftow our fclvcs ; read on this Booke, 

That Ihew of fuch an exercife may colour 
Your lonelinefle : we are ofeto blame m this, 

’Tis too much prov’d, that with devotions vilage. 

And pious a&ion we doc fiigtt o’re 
The divell himfelfe. 

Xiwf.O’tis too true; 
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How frnart a lafh that lpeech doth give my confluence i 
The harlots cheeke beautied with plaftring art. 

Is not more ugly tothe thing that helpes it. 

Than is my deed to my moft painted word : 

° heavie burden ! Enter Hamlet. 

Pol. i heare him commmg, withdraw my Lord. 

,l f’ T° 0r not t0 k e > that is the queftion. 

Whether *tis nobler in the mind to fuffer 
The flings and arrowes ofoutragious fortune. 

Or to take armes againft a lea of troubles, 

And by oppofingend them : To dye to fleepe 
No more ; and by a fleepe to fay we end 
The heart-ake, and the thoufand naturall Ihockes 
That flelh is heire to ; ’tis a conliiramation 
Devoutly to be wilht, to dye to fleepe, 

To fleep perchance to dreame, I there’s the rub. 

For in that fleep of death what dreames may come, 
W hen we have fhuffled off this mortall coyle 
Muft give us paufe, there’s the refpeft 
That makes calamity of.lo long life : 

For who would beare the whips and Icornes of time, 
Th’opprelfors wrong, the proud mans contumely. 
The pangs of defpifed love, and the Lawes delay. 
The inlblence ofoffice, and the Ipurnes 
That patient merit of th’unworthy takes. 

When as himfelfe might h is Quietus make 
With a bare bodkin ? who would fardels beare, 

To grunt and Iweat under a weary life ? 

But that the dread of lomething after death. 

The undilcover'd Countrey,from whole borne 
No traveller retumes,pu2zels the will 
And makes us rather beare thole ills we have. 

Than flye to others that we know not of. 

Thus confluence does make cowards. 

And thus the native hiew ofrefolution 
Is ficklicd ore with the pale caft of thought : 

And enterprifes ofgreat pitch and moment. 

With this regard their currents turne awry. 



And 



ftince n/Denmarket 

, - namcofaaion. Soft yon now, 

^.f/l haCe longed long to re-del, ver, 

„ m did, 

gSja ; 

There my Lord. 

Ham. Ha, ha, are you honeft . 

Ofhel. My Lord. 

Ham. Are you fair e? 

a^Le , you ftouH a d m ic no 

havebeucrcommerce 

Th H With ,?mlffa tha power Ofbcamie will Iboner transforms 

honefiiefromwhacit istoabaud.tbanthe 

tranflatebeauty to his likeneffe : this was fomeame a Paradoxe, 
but now the time gives it proofe . I did loveyouonce. 

Ofhel. Indeed my Lord you made mebelecve lo. 

Ham. You Ihould not have beleev d mee, for v^tue canno 

evacuate our old ftocke but we fhall rellifh of it ; I love yo 

Ofhel. I was the more deceived. , , r 

Ham. Get thee a Nunry ,why wouldft thou be a breeder o lin- 
nets ? I am my felfe indifferent honeft , but yet I could accule me 
of fuch things, that it were better my mother had not born me : I 
am very proud, revengefull, ambitious, with more offences at my 
beck thanl have thoughts to put them in, imagination to give the 
lhape, or time to a& them in : what Ihould fuch fellowes as I doe 

crawling 
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The Tragedy of Hamlet 

crawlingbetweene earth and heaven? we are arrant Kn* 
leeve none of us, go thy waics to a Nunry. Where’s 
O^/. At home my Lord. s your fath^ j 

~ru* Am ‘ ^ et C ^ e ^°° res be (hut upon him, 

Farewel? 1 ^ ^ the foole n0 where but in s 0wne houf er 

Ophel. O helpe him you fweet heavens. 

Ham.li thou doft marry,Ile give thee this plague for thvdow 
ry , be thou as chafte as Ice, as pure as {now, thou (halt not efcml 
calumny, get thee to a Nunry, farewell. Or if thou wilt needs mar 
ry, marne a foole, for wifemen know well enough what monfters 
you make of them rtoaNunry, goe, and quickly too, farewell. 

Ophel. Heavenly powers reftore him. 

Ham . I have heard of your paintings well enough: God hath gi. 
ven you one face, and you make your felves another, gig and am- 
ble, and you lift you nickname Gods creatures > and make your 
wantonnefle ignorance ; go toojle no more on’t,it hath made me 
mad : I (ay we will have no moe marriages, thofe that are married 
already all but one fhall live, the reft {hall keepe as they are : to a 
Nunriegoe. Exit. 

Ophel. O what a noble minde is here orethrowne 1 
The Courtiers,Souldiers,Scholars,eie,tongue,{vvord, 
Th’expe&ation andRofe of the faire ftate. 

The glafle of fafhion, and the mould offorme, 

Th’obferv d of all obfervers, quite, quite downe, 

And I of Ladies moft deje<ft and wretched. 

That fuckt the honey of his Muficke vowes ; 

Now fee what noble and moft (bveraigne reafon 
Like fveet bels jangled out of time, and harfh. 

That unmatcht forme and ftature of blowne youth 

RIafted with extafie. O woe is me 

T’ have feen what I havefeen, fee what I fee ! Exit. 

Enter King and * Tolenitts . 

King. Love ! his affe&ions doe not that way tend. 

For what he fpake, though it lackt forme a little, 

W as not like madnes,there’s fomethingin his foole 
Ore which his melancholy fits on brood. 

And I doe doubt the hatch and the difclofe 




(Prince of Denmark^ 

\y:,! be feme danger ; which for to prevent 

,ta, ' in £SeS with t° England 

Thffi let dovvne -Kina ^ buM . 

«t=nc. 

W1 h variableobjeas (hall expell 
£ fomethingfetled matter in his heart, 

Whereon his oraines ftillbeating* 
pits him thus from fafhion of himfelfe. 

What thinke you on’t? 

^rtt«ig«and— c^rfic 

Sorting from negle&ed love : hownow OpheUa. 
yon need not tell us what Lord Hamlet faid. 

We heard it all : my Lord doe as you pleafe. 

But if you hold it fit j after the P lay „ 

Let his Queen-mother all alone entreat him 
To fhewhis griefe ; let her be round with him. 

And Hebe plac’d ffopleafe won) m theeare 
Of all their conference : if me find him not. 

To England fend him, or confine him where 
Your wifdome beft (hall think. 

MaSe^rlltoiIes muft not unmatcht goe. Exeunt. 

Enter Hamlet } and three of the Players. 

Ham. Speake the fpeech I pray you as I pronounc d it to you, 
trippingly on the tongue; but if you mouth it, as many of our 
Players do, I had as lieve the Towne-crier fpoke my lines: nor do 
not few the aire too much with your hand, thus, but ule all gent y , 
for in the very torrent tempeft, and, as I may fay , whirle- wind or 
your paflion you muft acquire and beget a temperance that may 
giveit fmoothnefle : O it offends mee to the foule to heare a ro- 
buftiousPerwig-pated fellow teare a paflion to totters , to very 
rags, to fpleet the eares of the ground- lings, who for the moft part 
are capable of nothing but inexplicable dumbe (hewes and noife: 
I would have fuch a fellow whipt for ore- doing Termagant, it out- 
Herods Herod, pray you avoid it. ' 

Play. I warrant your honour. 

PPatui 
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The i rage&y of Hamlet 

' Ham . Be not too tame neither, but let your own diicreti 
your tutor; futethea&iontothe word, the word to the aft' 
with this Ipeciallobfervance , that you ore-ftep not the modelr’ 
of Nature : For any thingfo ore-done is from the purpofeof P i, le 
ing,whofe end both at firft, and now, was andis,to hold as ’twer” 
the Mirrour up to nature , to fhew vertue her feature , fcome 
owne image, and the very age and body of the time his forme and 
preflbre : now this over-done, or come tardy of, though it makej 
the unskilfull laugh , cannot but make the judicious grieve; the 
cenfure of which one rnuftin your allowance ore- weigh a whole 

Theater of others. O there be Players that I have feene play, an d 

heard others praife,and that highly, not tofpeakit profanely, that 
neither having the accent of Chriftians, nor the gate of Chriftian, 
Pagan, nor man,have fo ftrutted and bellowed,that ] have thought 
fome of Natures Journy-men had made men,and not madethem 
well, they imitated humanity fo abominably. 

Play.\ hope we have reformed that indifferently with us. 
Ham.O reforme it altogether: and let theft that play your 
Clownes fpeake no more than is fee downe for them , for there be 
of them that will themfelves laugh, to fet on fome quantitieof 
barren fpeilators to laugh too, though in the meane time fome 
neceflary queftionofthePlay bethen tobeconfidered : that’s vil- 

Ianous , and ffiewes a moft pitifull ambition in the Foolethat u- 
fes it :goe, make you ready. How now my Lord? will the King 
heare th i s pi ece of worke ? 

Enter P olonitts ,Cj uy Idenfi erne,, and Refer cram . 

Pol. And the Queene too, and that prefently. 

Ham. Bid thePlayers make hafie.Will you two help to batten 
Rof.lmy Lord. Exeunt thefe two. (them. 

Ham. What hoe, Horatio ? 

Hora. Here fweet Lord, at your femce. 

Ham. Horatio , thou art een as juft a man 
As ere my converfationcop’t withall. 

Hora . O my deare Lord. 

Ham. Nay, doe not thinke I flatter, 

Forwhat advancement may I hope from thee 

That no revenue haftbut thy good fpirirs ? 

To feed and cloath thee ? why told the poor be flattered . ^ 



(prince of Denmark^ 

Sf* U was Mites of hetcho.ce. 

^ n j i a nf men diftingiufh her election, ^ 

chibfelfd thee for her felfe : for thou haft bin 
As one in fuffering all that fuffers nothing i 

& man that fortunesbuftets and rewards 

Haftu’n with equall thanks :and bleftarethofe 
Whole blood and judgement are fo well corned cd 
That they are not a pipe for fortunes finger. 

To found what flop (he pleafe : give me thatman 
That is not palfions flave, and 1 will weare him 
Tnmy hearts core, I, in my heart of heart. 

As I doe thee. Something too much of this: 

There is a play to night before the King, 

One Scene of it comes neere the circumftance 
Which I have told thee of my Fathers death ; 

I prethee when thou feeftthat Act onfoot 

Even with the very comment of thy foule 

Obferve my uncle : if his occulted guilt 





It is a damned Ghott that we have i 
And my imaginationsare as foule 
As Vulcans ftithy : give him heedfull note. 

For I mine eyes will rivet to his face. 

And after we will both our judgements joinc 
In cenfure of his feeming. 

Hora. W ell my Lord, 

If a fteale ought thewhilft this Play is playing 
And fcape detection, I will pay the theft. 

Enter Trumpets and Kettle Drums , King-, 
£)tteen,P olontus , Ophelia. 
Kww.They are commingto the play, I muft be idle. 
(Set you a place. 

King. How fares our Coufin Hamlet. 

Ham. Excellent ifaith, 

Of the Cameleons difh, I eat the aire. 



f- ■ ;|,i 
• i'f ■ 

m| ; Ik 

t'iJ 

Hf 1 ! 

Bi-fi.*! 

i W. : i f alto 

mNwm ■■$! ■ 31 $ 

I 'M ilia 












^SSW 

LlrflfW 

'i 4 

Aki; I 






T M u»1s| 

. *!| 






m A m 



1 



) «i 



q IfMWi 



1 1 §§! 



The Tragedy ©/Hamlet 

Promife-cram’d , you cannot feed Capons fo. 

King. I have nothing with this anfwer Hamlet, 

Thefe words are not mine. 

Haw. No, nor mine now my Lord. 

You plai’d once in theUr.iverfity you fay. 

Pol. That did I my Lord, and was accounted a good A&or 

Ham. What did you cnaftf * *' 

Pol. I did ena£t Julius fafar, * was kill'd i’th Capitoll, 
Brutus kill’d me. 

Ham. It was a brute part of him to kill fo capitall a calfethere. 
Be the Players ready? 

Rof. I my Lord, they ftay tipon your patience. 

Cjer. Come hither my deare Hamlet, fit by me. 

Ham. No good mother, here’s metall more attraftive. 

Pol. O ho, doe you marke that ? 

Ham. Lady, (ball I lye in your lap ? 

Ophel. No my Lord. 

Ham. Doe you thinke I meant Countrey matters ? 

Ophel. I thinke nothing my Lord. 

Ham. That’s a faire thought to lye between maids legs. 

Ophel. What is my Lord ? 

Ham. Nothing. 

Ophel. You are merry my Lord. 

Ham. Who I? 

Ophel. I my Lord. 

Ham. O God ! your onely Jig- maker, what fbould a man doe 
but be merry: for lookeyouhow cheerfully my mother lookes, 
and my father died within’s two houres. 

Ophel. Nay, ’cis twice two moneths my Lord. 

Ham. So long ! nay then let the divell weare black, for He have 
a fute of fables :0 heavens / dyetwo months agoe, andnotfor- 
eotten yet l then there’s hope a great mans memory may out-live 
his life halfe a yeere j but berLady a muft build Churches then, or 
elfe (ball a fuffer not thinking on, with the Hobby-horfe,whofe b- 
pitaph is, for O, for O, the Hobby-horfe is forgot. 

F The Trumpets found. Dumbe {hew follower. 

Enter a King and a Queen, j m ^ ra f{ n ^4rk4heh«s 

her, he takes her up, and dt dines hu head upon her necke, he ly s^ 



(Prince of Denmark*. 

him • anon r C t L e n ee pers eares , and leaves him ■ the Queen re 

V itb4 eth ! eC - ° c J rr ied away the potfoner woes the Queene wit 
^t/whatmeanesihism^Lo^ mifehiefc. 

Bam. We (hall know by this fellow, £ 

The Plavers cannot keepe 5 they 11 tell ail. 

citlel Will a tell us what this fhew meant . * » j 

J 4 I, or any (hew that you will (hew him,be nor you afliam 

K fl, e w,heeMlL (hamc to tell you what it rneaKS^ 

Ophel. You are naught, you are naught, He marKe tne y 

Prologue. For us and for our Tragedy, 

Here {looping to your clemency. 

We begge your hearing patiently. . ? 

Ham. Is this a Prologue, or the pohe of a ring • 
ophel. ’Tis briefe my Lord. 

Ham. As womans love. 

Enter King and Queene. 

Xing. Full thirty times hath Phoebus Cart gone round 
Neptmes fait wafh, and Tellus orb’d the ground. 

And thirty dozen Moones with borrowed fbeene 
About the world have twelve times thirty been. 

Since love our hearts, and Hymen did ourhands 
Unite commutuallin moft facred bands. 

fjlue.So many journies may the Sun and Moone 
Make us againe count ore ere love be done : 

But woe is me, you are fo ficke of late, 

Sofarrefrom cheere,and from your former date. 

That I diftruft you ; yet though I diftruft, 

Difcomfort you my Lord it nothing muft. 

For women Feare too much, even as they love, 

And womans feare and love hold quantity. 

Either none, in neither ought, or in extremity. 
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The Tragedy of Hamlet 

Now what my love is proofe hath made you know 
And as my love is ciz’d my teare is fo : 

Where love is great , the littleft doubts are feare ; 

Where littlefears grow great, great love grows there. 

Faith I mull leave thee love,an.d fnortly too, 

My operant powers their functions leave to doe. 

And thou fhalt livein this faire world behind. 

Honour’d, belov’d, and haply one as kind 
For husband fhalt thou. 

Quee. O confound the reft 1 
Such love muft needs be treafon in my breaft. 

In fecond husband let me be accurft. 

None wed the fecond but who kill’d the firft : Ham. That’s 

The inftances that fecond marriage move wormwood. 

Are bafe reipedfs of thrift , but none of love : 

A fecond time I kill my husband dead 
W hen fecond husband kifles me in bed. 

King. I do beleeve you thinke what now you fpeak. 

But what we doe determine oft we breake, 

Purpofe is but the {lave to memory. 

Of violent birth, but poore validity; 

Which now the fruit unripe ftickes on the tree. 

But fall unfhaken when they mellow be- 
Moft neceflary ’tis that we forget 
T o pay our felves what to our lelves is debt ; 

What to our felves in paflion wepropofe. 

The paflion ending doth the purpoie Iofe ; 

The violence of either griefe or joy 

Their owne enadfures with'themfeivesdeftroy; 

Where joy moft revells griefe doth moft lament : 

Griefe joy, joy griefes, on (lender accident. 

This world is not for aye, nor ’tis not ftrange. 

That even our loves fhould with our fortunes change: 

For ’tis a queftion left us yet to prove. 

Whether love lead fortune, or elfe fortune love. 

The great man downe, you marke his favourite flies. 

The poore advanc’d makes friends of enemies : 

And hitherto doth love on fortune tend. For 






of Den/ Denmarke." 

, nec dsfha!l never tonfeke, come the Recorders, 

i K&ancrhollowfricodameds 

K vfealons him his enemy. 

to&ytoend where Ibegun, 

U , f/nfl fates doe fo contrary run, 

°f nV1 i^deviceS'ftill are overthrowne : 

Noughts are ours, their endsnone of our owne. 

? Ihinke thou wilt no fecond husband wed, 
m dvethy thoughts when thy firft Lord is dead- 

Nor earth to me give food, nor heaven > 

JS and repofe locke firom me day and night, 

To defperation turne my truft and hope. 

And Anchors cheere in prifon be my fcope. 

Each oppofite that blankes the face ofjoy. 

Meet what I would have well, and it deftroy , 
ifoth here and hence purfoe me lading ftrife, 

Ifonce I be a widow, ever I be a wife. 

7 ^, Tis deeply lworne :fiveet leave me here a while. 

My fpirits grow dull, and faine I would beguile 
The tedious day with deep. _ 

Ouee. Sleep rocke thy braine, . v^ut 

Andnever come mifchance betweene us twaine. A a emr. 

Ham. Madam, how like you this play ? 

0 nee. The Lady doth proteft too much me thinkes- 
Ham. O but lhee’11 keepe her word. . , 

jfo'tf .Have you heard the argument ? is there no offence in t 
Ham. No, no, they doe but jeft,poifon in jeft, no offence i th 
King.Whzt doe you call the play? (world. 

Ham . The Moufe-trap ; marry how ? tropically.This play is the 
image of a murther done in Vienna , Cjen-^ago is the Dukes name, 
bis wife Baptifia, you (ha.il fee -anon, ’tis a knavifh piece of work, 
but what of that ? your Majeftie and we fhall have free loules, it 
touches us not ; let the galled jade winch , our withers are un-- 
wrang. This is one Luciamu Nephew to the King. 

Enter Luciamu. 

Ophel. Y on are as good as a Chortumy Lord . 

Ham. I could interpret betweene you and your love 
I could fee the puppits dallying. •. 

Ophel. 
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The Tragedy of Harilet 

Now what my love isproofe had you arekeene. 

And as my love is ciz’d my learning to take ofFmine ecW 
Of.rcJovcui cccat , tfciu worfe. s ‘ 

Ham. So you miftake your husbands. Begin muttherer, l eav , 
thy damnable faces and begin,come, the crokine raven do hkli 
low for revenge. * oeu 

Aw. Thoughts black, hands apt, drugs fit, and time agreeing 
Confiderate leafon, elle no creature feeing, 5> 

Thou mixture ranke, of midnight weeds collated, 

W ith He cats bane thrice blafted, thrice infeded, 

Thy naturall magicke,and dire property. 

On whollbme life ufurps immediately. 

Ham. A poifons him i’th garden for his eftate,his name’sCo#**. 
^*,the ftory is extant, and written in very choice Italianryou (hall 
fee anon how the murtherer gets the love of Gonzacoesw ife 
Ophel. The King riles. 

Quee. How fares my Lord ? 

Pol. Give ore the play. 

King. Give me fome light, away. 

P ol. Lights, lights, lights. Exeunt all but Ham.& Horatio, 
Ham. Why let the ftrucken Deere goeweep. 

The Hart ungalled play, 

F or fome muft watch whileft feme muft fleep. 

Thus runs the world away. Would not this fir^nd a forreftoffea- 
thers,if the reft of my fortunes turn T urk with me,with provincial 
Roles on my raz’d fliooes,get me a fellowlhip in a city of plaiers? 
Hora. Halfe a fhare. 

Ham. A whole one I. 

For thou doeft know O Damon deare 
This realme difmantled was 
Of Jove himfelfe, and now raignes here 
A very very paiocke. • 

Hora, Y ou might have rim’d.- 

Ham. O good Horatio, He take the Ghofts word for a thoufand 
pound. Didft perceive? 

Hora. Very well my Lord. 

Ham. Upon the talke ofthepoifoning. 

Hora. I did very well note him. 

Ham* 



(Prince of Denmark^ 

Ah ha, come feme muficke, come the Recorders* 
likes not the Comedy, 
gtbikhe like, knot petdie. 

6 „/.Goimy Lord vouchee me .word wtth you. 

Jlarn. Sir awhoIeHiftorie. 

(7*^/. The King fir. 

tmatvenorndmernpemd. 

Jim. With drinke fir? 

it felfe more richer to fig- 

nifc this to the Dotftor ; forfor mee to put him to his purgati 

^^/^Goodmy^o^^^yom |fcourfe into fome frame. 

And Hare not fo wildly upon my aftaire. 

rit,hath fent me to you. 

cSTy good niyLord, this courtefie is not of the right breed, 
if it lhall pk § afe you to make mee a whollome anfwer , I will doe 
yourmotherscommandement, ifnot, your pardon andmyre- 
turne lhall be the end of the bufinelie. 

Ham.Sit I cannot. 

Ha Mike you a wholfome anfwer, my wit’s difeas’d, but fir, liich 
anfwer as I can make you (hall command* or rather as you fay* my 
mother ; therefore no more,but to the matter, my mother you fay. 

Rof. Then thus fhe faies, your behaviour hath ftrooke her into 
amazement and admiration. 

Ham. O wonderfullfonne that can fo aftonilh a mother ! but is 
there nofequell at the heels of this mothers admiration ? impart. 
Rof She defires to fpeak with you in her clofet ere you go to bed. 
Ham. W e lhall obey, were Ihe ten times our mother idiave you 
any further trade with us ? 

Rof. My Lord you once did love me. 

H Ham. 
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The Tragedy 0/ Hamlet 

Ham. And doe ftill by thefe pickers and ftealers 
*y/. Good my Lord what is your caufeof diftemper? Wl , j 
lurely barre the doore upon your owne liberty , if hZ U doe 
griefes to your friend. you deny your 

Ham. Sir I lacke advancement. 

%of. How can that be, when you have the voice ofth<» l- 

fclfe for your fucceflion in Denmark? ? & 1 lna ' 

Enter the Players with Recorders. 

Ham . I fir, but wbi le the grafle growes ; the proverbe is fo me 
thing mufty : oh the Recorders, let me lee one , to withdraw with 
you ; why doe you goe about to recover the wind of me ,as if V ou 
would drive me into a toile ? 3 

Ch.O myLord»if my duty be too bold, my love is too unmanerly 
Ha. I do not well underltand that : will you play upon this pipe? 
Guyl. My Lord I cannot. 1 ^ ’ 

Ham. I pray you. 

Gjttyl. Beleeve me I cannot. 

Ham. 1 befeech you. 

Guyl. I know no touch ofit my Lord. 

Ham.lt is as eafie as lying ; govern thelewentages with your fin- 
gers and the thumbe, give it breath with your mouth , and it will 
dilcourfe moft eloquent mu fick : look you, thefe are the flops. 

(juyl. But thefe cannot I command to any utterance ofharmo- 
ny, I have not the skill. , 

;» Ham.yV by look you fiovy how ujivvorthy a thing you make of 
me, you would play upon me, you would feeme to know my flops, 
you would plucke out the heart of my myflerie, you would found 
mee from my loweft note to my compafle, and there is much mu- 
ficke, excellent voice in this little organ , yet cannot yOu make it 
fpeake,s’bloud do you think I am eafier.co be.plaid on than a pipe? 
Call me what inftrument you will, though you can fret rue, yon 
cannot play upon me. Godblefleyoufir. 

Enter Polowus. 

. Jol My Lord the Queen would fpeak with you , and prelendy. 
HaDo you fee yonder cloud that’s almoft in fhapeofa camel? 
j>ol. By’th mafle and ’tis like a Camfll indeed. ' , / 

Ham. Me thinkes itislikea W ezell, 
fol. It is blacke like a Wezell. 

Haiftt 



y 



Prince of 13 cniLiArkc* 

fiam-Ot like a Whale. 

When Church-yards drinke hot blood. 

Contagion to the world : now coma l uruuvt 

And doe fuch bitter bufinefle as the day . 

Would quake to looke on : foft, now to my mother, 

0 heart lofe not thy natuf e \ let not ever 
The foule of Nero enter this firme boiome . 
X,etmebecruell,not unnaturall. 

1 will fpeake daggers to her, but ufe none, ^ 

My tongue and foule in thisbe hypocrites J 
How in my words loever fhe be (bent. 

To give themfeales never my foule content. 

Enter King, Rofencraus,andGuyldenJter»e. 

King. I like him not, nor ftands it fafe with us 
To let his madnefle range ; therefore prepare you, 

I your Commiflion will forthwith dilpatch. 

And he to England (ball along with you. 

The tearmes of our eftate may not endure 
Hazzard fo neare us as doth hourely grow 
Outofhisbrowes. 

Guyl. We will our felves provide ; 

Moft holy and religions feareitis 
To keepe thofe many many bodies la fo 
That live and feed upon your Ma jelly. 

Rof. The fingle and peculiar life is bound 
With all the ftrength and armour ofthe mind 
To keepe it felfe from noyance, but much more 
That fpirit, upon whole weale depends and refts 
The lives of many :the cefle ofMajefty 
Dyes not alone, out like a gulfe doth draw 
What’s neare it with it : or it is a maflie wheele, 

Fixt on the Ibmnet of the higheft mount, 

Ha 










The Tragedy 0/ Hamlet 

To wbofe huge fpokes ten thoufand lefler things 
Are morteift and adjoin’d, which when it falls, 0 
Each finall annexment , pettie confequence 
Attends theboiftrous raine, never alone 
Did the King figh,but a generall grone. 

King. Arme you I pray you to this fpeedy voiage, 

For we will fetters put about this feare 
W hich now goes too free footed. 

Rof. W e will make hafte. Exeunt Gent . 

Enter Polonitts. . 

Pol. My Lord hee’s going to his mothers clofer, 
Behind the Arras lie convay my felfe 
To heare the proceflejle warnt fhee’l tax him home; 
And as you faid, and wifely was it faid, 

Tis meet that feme more audience than a mother. 
Since nature makes them partiall, fhould ore-heare r! * 
The fpeech of vantage ; fare you well my Liege, 

He call upon you ere you goe to bed. 

And tell you what I heare. Exit, . 

XAg.Thankes dearemyLord. 

O my offence is ranke, it fmels to heaven. 

It hath the primall eldeft curie upon’t j 
A brothers murder : pray can I not, 

Though inclination be as fharpe as will. 

My ftronger guilt defeats my ftrongintent ; 

And like a man to double bufineffe bound, 
Iftandinpaufewhere I fhall firft begin. 

And both negle<51 : what if this curfed hand 
Were thicker than it felfe with brothers blood ? • 

Is there not raine enough in the fiveet heavens 
To wafh it white as fnovv ? whereto ferves mercy. 

But to confront the vifage ofoffence ? 

And what’s in prayer, but this twofold force. 

To be foreftalled ere we come to fall, 

Or pardon being downe ? then lie lookeup : 

My fault is paft : but oh ! what forme of prayer 
Can ferve my turne ? forgive me my foule murther ? 
That cannot be,fince I am (fill poffeft 
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file corrupted currents ofthis world 
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cm out the Law ; but ’tis not fo above. 
Sis no fbuffling, there the aaion lyes 
Tnhistrue nature, and weourfelvescomp 
Len to the teeth and forehead ofour fau ks ? 
To crive in evidence : what then . what ret • 
Trv what repentance can ;what can it not . 

Yet what can it whenone cannot re P ent , , 




rS&Tdh-tts ; it h WngVoffteelc 
Be foft as finnewes ofthe new-borne babe. 

Ml may be well. . Enter Han, let.- 

Ham . Now might I do it, but now a is praying. 

And now He do’t, aud fo a goes to heaven. 

And fo am I reveng’d ? that would be icann a ; 

A villaine kills my father, and for that 
I his foie fonne doe this fame villaine fend 
To heaven: ' 

Whythisisbafe and filly,*—— not revenge : 

A tooke my father groffely, full of bread. 

With all his crimes broad blowne, as flufh as May, 
And how his audit Hands who knowes fave heaven ? 
But in our circumftance and courfe of thought , 

’Tis heavie with him ; and am I then reveng’d 
Totake him in the purging of his foule, 

W hen he is fit and feafoned for his paflage ? 

No, 

Up fword, and know thou a more horrid hent. 

When he is drunke, afleep, or in his rage. 

Or in th’incellnons nleafiireof his herb 











TI~eTragedy of Hamlet 

That has no rellifh offalvation in’t, 

Then trip him that his heele may kicke at heaven. 

And that his ibule may be as damn’d andblacke 
As hell whereto it goes : my mother ftayes, 

This Phyfickebut prolongs thy fickly dayes. F , 

■*xi Ki i£' M y WOrds flycup,my thonghts remaine below, 
v\ ords without thoughts never to heaven goe. % . 

Enter Gertrard and Polonim . lt ' 

Pol. A. will come ftrait, looke you lay home to him 
Tell him his prankes have bin too broad tobeare with 
And that your grace hath fereen’d and flood betweene 
Much heat and him. He fiience me even here. 

Pray you be round. Enter Hamlet. 

G er. lie warrant you, feare me not, 

W ithdraw , I heare him comming. 

Ham, Now mother what’s the matter? 

Ger. Hamlet thou haft thy father much offended; 

Ham. Mother you have my father much offended. 

G er. Come, come, you anfwer with an idle tongue. 

Ham • Goe, goe, you queftion with a wicked tongue. 

Ger. Why how now Hamlet ■ 

Ham. What’s the matter now 
Cjer. Have you forgot me? 

Ham, No by the Rood not fb, 

Y ou are the Queene, your husbands brothers wife. 

And would it were not lb, you are my mother. 

Cjer. Nay then lie let thole to you that can fpeake. 

Ham . Come, come, and fit you dovvne, you (hall not budge, 
You goe not till I fet you up aglafle 
Where you may fee the moftpart of you- 

Ger. What wilt thou doe .? thou wilt not murder me ? 

Helpe ho. 

Pol. What hoe helpe. 

Ham. How now, a Rat, dead for a Ducket, dead. 

Pol. O I am flaine. 

Cjer. Ome, what haft thou done ? 

Nay I know not, is it the King ? 

Ger. O what a rafh and bloody deed is this ! 

Hum, 



Ger AskiUaKing? 

And let me wring your heart, for fo I fhall 
If it be made of penetrable ftufte, _ 

ifdamned cuftome have not braz d it fo, 

In noife fo rude againft me ? 

/Azw.Suchan a£ 

Thatblurres the grace and bluflh of modefty. 

Calls venue hypocrite, takes off the Role 
From the faire forehead of an innocent love j 
And lets ablifterthere, makes marriage vowes 
As falie as Dicers oathes : Oh fuch a deed 
As from the body of contra&ion pluckes 
The very foule , and fweet Religion makes 
Arapfodie of words, heavens face does glow 
Yea this foiidity and compound mafle 
With heated vifage, as againft the doome. 

Is thought-ficke at the a<5t. 

Qnee. Ay me, what ad? 

Ha. That roaresfo loud,and thunders in the Index i 
Looke here upon this pidhire , and on this. 

The counterfeit prelentment of two brothers } 

See what a grace was feared on his brow. 

Hiper ions curies, the front of Jove himfelfe. 

An eye like Mars, to threaten and command, 

A ftation like the Herald Mercury 
New lighted on a heaven-killing hill, 

A combination and forme indeed 
Where every god did feeme to let his feale, 

To give the world afliirance of a man. 
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The Tragedy of Hamlet 

That has no rellifh of falvaok you now what follows 
Then trio him thaniijlike a mildew’d eare, 

Blafting his wholfome brother : have you eyes ? 
Could you on this faire mountain leave to feed, 

And batten on this moore ? ha ! have you eyes ? 

Yon cannot call it love, for at your age 
The heyday in the blood is tame, it’s humble. 

And waits upon the judgement ; and what judgment 
W ould ftep from this to this ? fenfe lure you have, 
EHe could you not have motion ,but fure that fenfe 
Is apoplext, for madneffe would not erre. 

Nor fenfe to extafie was ne’er fo thrall’d. 

But it referv’d feme quantity of choice 
To ferve in fuch a difference : What divell was’t 
That thus hath couzen’d you at hodman-blind ? 
Eies without feeling, feeling without fight, 

Eares without hands, or eyes, fmelling fans all, 

Or but a fickly part of one true fenfe 

Could not fo mope. Oh fhame ! where is thy blufh ? 

Rebellious hell. 

If thou canft mutine in a Matrons bones 
To flaming youth, let vertue be as waxe 
And melt in her owne fire, proclaime no fhame 
W hen the compulfive ardure gives the charge, 
Since frofl it felfe as actively doth burne. 

And reafon pardons will. 

ger. O Hamlet (peake no more, 

Thou turn’ll my very eyes into my foule. 

And there I fee fuch blacke and grieved Ipots 
As will leave there their tin&. 

Ham. Nay but to live 
In theranke fvveat of an inceftuousbed. 

Stew’d in corruption, honying and making love 
Over the nafly ftye. 

Ger. O fpeake to me no more, 

Thefe words like daggers enter in mine eares, 

No more fweet Hamlet. 

Ham, A murtherer and a villaine, 
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1 A ' King of fhreds and patches. 

Qcv* Al&flfe hee s in3.d# chide* 

to- Doe you not come your tardiefonneto cnia . 

That lap’ll in time, and paffion lets goe y - , 

Th?mportantaaingofyourdread command. Olay , 

Chofi • Doe not forget : this vifitation 
Isbutto whet thy almoft blunted purpofe. 

But looke, amazement onthy mother fits, 

Oftepbetweeneherandherfighing • 

Conceitinweakeft bodies ftrongeft workes. 

Speake to her Hamlet. _ 

Ham. How is it with you Lady ? 




A Have 



And witn tn incwpuuu ^ — - 

Forth at your eyes your fpirits wildly peepe. 

And as the fleeping Souldiers in th’alarme. 

Your beaded haire like life in excrements 
Starts up and (lands an end : O gentle fonne . 

Upon the heat and flame of thy diftemper 
Sprinkle code patience : whereon doe you looke . 

J7*w.Onhim,on him,look you how pale he gleres. 
His forme and caufe conjoin’d, preaching to flones 
Would make them capable ; doe not look upon me* 
Left with this piteous adlion you convert 
My flerne effefts ; then what I have to doe 
W ill want true colour, teares perchance for blood . 
Ger. To whom doe you fpeake this ? 

Ham. Doe you fee nothing there ? 
ger. Nothing at all, yet all that is there I fee* 
Ham. Nor did you nothing heare ? 
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The Tragedy «/Hamlet 

€er. No nothing but our felves. 

Ham. Why looke you there, looke how it fteales awa v 
My father m his habit as he liv’d, a ?’ 

looke where he goes, even now out at the portall. v *;* o ; „ 

J9 er ' This is the very coynage of your braine 
This bodilefle creation extafie is very cunning in. 

Ham . My pulfe as yours doth temperately keep time 
And makes as healthfull mufick : it is not madnefle * 

That I have uttred, bring me to the teft. 

And I the matter will re-word, which madnefle 
W ould gambole from. Mother, for love of grace 
Lay not this flattering un&ion to your foule, 

That not your trelpafle but my madnefle fpeakes j 
It will but skin and filme the ulcerous place. 

Whiles ranke corruption mining all within 
Infers unfeene : confefle your felfe to heaven, 

Repent what’s paft, avoid what is to come, 

And doe not Ipread the compoft on the weeds 
To make them ranker : forgive me this my vertue. 

For in the fatnefle of thefe purfie times 
Vertue it felfe of vice muft pardon begge. 

Yea courb and wooe for leave to doe him good. 

Ger. O Hamlet, thou haft cleft my heart in twaine. 

Ham. O throw away the worfer part of it. 

And leave the purer with the other halfe. 

Goodnight, but goe not to my uncles bed, 

Aflume a vertue ifyou have it not, 

That monfter cuftome,who all fenfe doth eat. 

Of habits diyell, is Angel yet in this. 

That to the ufeof a£tions faire and good 
Helikewife gives a frocke or Livery 
That aptly is put on : refrain to night. 

And that fhall lend a kinde of eafinefle 
To the next abftinence, the next more eafie ; 

For ufe almoftcan change the ftampe of nature. 

And matter the Divell,or throw him out 
W ith wondrous potency : Once more goodjnight, 

And when you are defirous tobe bleflt 
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jdoerep cni,u . . . an d this with me, 

To pun^ewrt^ and m i n ifter s 

I muft be cruell one|Y^5^^ a j’ nes behind*' 

Thus badbegms, and worfe remain 

One word more good^ Lady. 

Makeyouto ravellallthis matterout, 

That I eflentially am not in madnefle. 

But mad in craft I'twere g«»d yov ' ‘“ h ^l n0W ’ 

For who that’s tot Queen, faire , fober, wile. 

Would from a paddocke, from a Bat, a Gib, 

Such deare concernings hide ? who would doe fo ? 

No, in defpight of fenfe and fecrecie 
Unpeg the basket on the houfes top, 

Let thebirds fly e, and like the famous Ape, 

To try conclufions in the basket creepe. 

And breake your owneneckedowne. 

Ger. Be thou affur’d if words be made of breath, 
Andbreath of Ufe, I have no life to breathe 
What thou haft faid to me. 

Ham. I muft to England, you know that. 
ger. Alacke I had forgot, 

’Tisio concluded on. ^ 

Hd.There’s letters feal’d,i& my twofchool-felloWS, 
Whom I will truft as I will adders fang’d. 

They beare the mandate, they muft fweep my way. 
And marfhall me to knavery ; let it worke. 

For ’tis the fport, to have the Enginer 
Hoift with his owne petar ,an’c fhall goe hard 
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The Tragedy of Hamlet 

But I will delve one yard below their Mines, 

And blow them at the Moone : O ’tis moft facet 
Wheti in one line two crafts diredly meet 
This man fhall fet me packing, 

He lugge the guts into the neighbour roome. 

Mother good night indeed , this Counfeller 
Is now moft ftill, moft fecrer, and moft grave. 

Who was in’s life a moft fbolifh prating knave. 

Come fir, to draw toward an end with yon . 

Good night mother. * Exit, 

Enter King and Queen, with Rofencraus ' 
and Guy Idenfi erne. 

There’s matter in thefe fighes,thefe profound heaves, 
You muft tranflate, tis fit we underftand them : 

Where is yourfbnne? 

Cm. Beftow this place on us a little while. 

Ah mine owne Lord, what have I (eene to night ? 

King. W hat Gertrard y how does Hamlet ? 

Ger. Mad as the lea and wind when both contend 
W hich is the mightier in his JawIdTe fit , 

Behind the Arras hearing lomething ftir. 

Whips out his Rapier, cryes a Rat, a Rat, 

And in this brain ifh apprehenfion kills 
The unfeene good old man. 

King. O heavie deed ! 

It had been lo with us had we been there. 

His liberty is full of threats to all. 

To you your lelfe, to us, to every one. 

Alas, how fhall this bloody deed be anfaered ? 

It will be laid to us, whole providence 
Should have kept fihort,reftrain’d, and out of haunt 
This mad young man : but lb much was our love 
We would not underftand what was moft fit. 

But like the owner of a fbule difeafe. 

To keepit from divulging, let it feed 
Even on the pith of life : where is he gone ? 

Gert. To draw apart the body he hath kill'd. 

Ore whom his very madneffe, like lorne Ore 
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W«m»« with al ‘°“dexc»fc Ho 
SJgSSESfe hath v\n, r flaine . 

And let them know both what we meane to doe, 

And what’s untimely done, _ 

Whofe whilper ore the worlds Diameter, 

4 c levell as the Cannon to his blanke „ 

Tranfports his poyfoned foot, may mifle our nam , 

And hit the woundleffe sure :0 come away, Exeunt. 

My fouleis full of difcord and difmay. ***** 

y Enter Hamlet, Rofencram, and others. 

^.Safely flow’d : but foftly,what noife ? who calls on Hamlet. 

° j fof W^at have you done my Lord with the dead body ? 

Ham. Compounded it with duft , whereto it is km. 

Rof.Tcll us where 'tis, that we may takeitthence, 

And beare it to the Chappell: 

Haw. Doe not beleeveit. 

^tffiBeleevewhat?- - , ,■ 

Ham. That I can keepe your coonfell and not mine owne be- 

fides ,tobeedemandedofafpunge, what replication IhOuldbee 
made by thelbnne ofa King-?- 
Rof. Take you me for a fpunge my Lord ? 

Ha. I fir, that fokes up the Kings countenance, his rewards, his 
authorities :but fuch Officers doe the Kingbeft fervice inthe end, 
he keeps them like an apple in the comer of his jaw, fir ft mouth’d 
to be laft fwailowed ; when he needs what you have gleaned, it is 
• butfqueefing you, and fpunge you fhall be dry againe. 

/ 3 R°i' 










The Tragedy of Hamlet 

Rtf* I underftand you not my Lord. 

Bam. I am glad ofit : a knavilh fpeech fleepg inafivuln. 

mfo^^ dy ° UmnftCell “ SWhetette bod i' is '“'lg«'S! 

Cjftyl. A thing my Lord ? 

Ham. Of nothing, bring me to him. Exeunt 

Enter King and two or three. - 

King. I have fent to feek him,and to find the body; 

How dangerous is it that this naan goes loofe ? 

Yet muft we not put the flrong law on him, 

Hee’s lov’d ofthe diftrafted multitude. 

Who like notin their judgement, but their eyes. 

And where ’tis lo, th’offenders leourge is waigh’d. 

But never the offence : tobeare all fmooth and even, 

This ludden lending him away muft feeme 
Deliberate paufe ; dileafes deiperate growne 
By delperate appliance are reliev’d. 

Or not at all. 

Enter Rofencram , and all the rejf. 

King.How now ? what hath befallen ? 

Rof . Where the dead body is bellow’d my Lord 
yV e cannot get from him. 

King. But where is he ? 

Rof. . W ithout my Lord, guarded to know your plealure. 1 
King. Bring him before us. 

Rof. Ho, bring in the Lord. They enter. 

King. Now Hamlet , where’s Polonitu ? 

Bam. At liipper. 

King. At liipper ? where ? 

Ha. Not where he cats, but where he is eaten, a certain conv<> 
catioln of politick worms are een at him : your worme is your only 
Emperour for diet. We fat all creatures elfe to fat us, and wee fat 
our felves for maggots ; your fat King and your lean beggar is but 
variable fervice,two difhes but to one table, that’s the end. 
King. Alas, alas ! , 1 

Ham. A man may filh With the worme that hath eat of a King, 
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Th’affociates tend, and every thing is bent 

For Sngland. 

Ham. For England ? 

King. I Hamlet. 

Earn, Good. ^ /*_ 

King. So is it if thou knew ft ourpurpofeS. . df 

Ham. I fee a Cherub that fees them : out come, for E g 

Farewell deare mother. 

King. Thy lovingfather Hamlet. f 

Ham. My mother, father and mother is man and Wiie, 

Man and wife is one flefh, and lo my mother. 

Come,for England. * 

King. Follow him at foot. 

Tempt him with fpeed aboard. 

Delay it not, He have him hence to night : 

Away, for every thing is leal’d and done 
That elfe leanes on the affaire ; pray you make hafte : 

And England, if my love thou holdft at ought. 

As my great power thereof may give thee fenfe. 

Since yet thy cicatrice lookes raw and red 
After the Danilh fword, and thy free awe 
Paies homage to us, thou maift not coldly let 










The Tragedy of Hamlet 

Our Soveraigne procefle, which imports at full 

By letters congruing to that eftetft: 

The prefent death of Hamlet, doe it England, 

For like the He&icke in my blood he rages. 

And thou muft cure me : till I know ’tis done. 

How ere my haps, my joyes will nere begin. " E . 

Enter Fortinbrajfe with hie Army over the State' ***' 

-r 9 a P ca me, from me greet the Danilhw 

Tell him thatby his licence Fortinhrajfe * 

Craves the conveyance ofa promis'd march 

O ver his kingdome ; you know the rendezvous. 

If that his Majeftie would ought with us 
We (ball exprefle our duty in his eve, 

And let him know lb. 4 

C a P- 1 will doe’t my Lord; 

Fortin. Goe Ibftly on. 

Enter Hamlet, Rofencraus,&e. 

Ham. Good fir whofe powers are thefe ? 

C ap. They are of Norway fir. 

Ham. How propos’d fir I pray you ? 

Cap. Againft fome part of Poland. 

Ham. Who commands them fir ? 

Cap. The Nephew of old Norway , Fortinhrajfe. 

Ham. Goes it againft the maine of Tolandkv, 

Or for Ibme frontier ? 



C ap . Truely to ipeake, and with no addition, 

W e goe to gaine a little patch ofground 
That hath in it no profit but the name. 

To pay five duckets, five I would not farme it. 

Nor will it yeeld to Norway or the Pole 
A ranker rate, fhould it be fold in fee. 

Ham. W hy then the Pollacknevct will defend it. 
Cap. Nay 'tis already garrifbnd. 

Ham. Two thoufand lbules and 20ooo.duckets 
W ill not debate the queftion ofthis draw ; 

This is th’impoftume of much wealth and peace. 
That inward breakes and Ibewes no caufe without 
Why the man dyes. I humbly thanke you fir. 

Cap’ 



l 



||||||||| ||||||||| llll|llll HlljllH llll|llll llll|HII llll|Hli llll|IHI llll|IIH HI 



10 



20 



30 



40 



50 



60 



70 



80 



90 




(Prince of Denttiarke. 

. . ■ 

ml Ilebewithyou ftraight, goe a littlebefore. 
TI ^noccafionsdoe informe againft me. 

And (pur my dull revenge ? What is a man, 

tcHschiefe good and market ofhistime 

It to fleepe and feed ? abeaft,no more 
Sure he that made us with fuch large difeourfe, 
l ooking before and after, gave us not 
That capability and God-likereafon s 
To fnftin us unus’d: now whether it be 
Beftiall oblivion, or fome craven fcruple 

And ever three parts coward : I doe not know 
Whv yet I live to fay this thing’s to doe, 

Sith I have caufe, and will, and ftrength, and meanes 
To doe’t : examples grolfe as earth exhort me , 
Witnelie this army of fuch made and charge, 

Led by a delicate andxender Prince, 

Whole fpirit with divine ambition pufc 

Makes mouthes at the invifible event, 

Expofing what is mortall and unlure 
To all that fortune . death, and danger dare, 

Even lor an egge-fhell. Rightly to be great 
Is not to ftir without great argument. 

But greatly to finde quarrellin a ftraw. 

When honour’s at the ftake. How ftand I then. 
That have a father kill’d, a mother ftain d. 
Excitements pf my realbn and my blood. 

And let all fleep, while to my fhame Ifee 
The imminent death of twenty thoufand men. 
That for a fantafie and tricke of fame 
Goe to their graves like beds , fight for a plot 
Whereon the numbers cannot try the caufe, — 
Which is not tombe enough and continent 
Tohidetheilaine? O from this time forth. 
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The Tragedy of Hamlet 

Horatio, Gertrard , and a Gentleman 
Quee. I will not fpeake with her. 

GW. She is importunate. 

Indeed diftrait, her mood will needs be pittied. 

Quee.W hat would fhe have ? 

Qenu She fpeakes much of her father ,fayes (he heares 
There s trickes i’ch world, and hems, and beats her heart, 

Spumes envioufly at ftrawes, fpeakes things in doubr 
That carry but halfe fenfe, her fpeech is nothing, 

Yet the unfliaped ufe ofit doth move 
The hearers to cohesion, they yawne at it, 

And botch the words up fit to their owne thoughts, 

W hich as winkes,and nods, and geftures yeeld them. 

Indeed would make one thinke there might be thought, 

Though nothing lure, yet much unhappily. 

Hora.’Twcre good fhe were lpoken with, for fhe may flrew 
Dangerous conje&ures in ill-breeding minds. 

Let her come in. Enter Ophelia. 

Quee. « To my ficke foule, as fins true nature is, 

« Each toy feemes prologue to lome great amiffe; 

<c So full ofartleffe jealoufie is guilt, * 

“ It fpills it felfe in fearing to be Ipilt. 

Ophel. Where is the beauteous majefty o {Denmark? ? 
Quee. How now Ophelia ? Sheftngs. 

Ophel . How fihould I your true love know from another one? 
By his cocklehat and ftafte.and by his (endall fhoone. 

Quee. Alas fweet Lady , what imports this long ? 

Ophel. Say you, nay pray you marke. 

He is dead and gone Lady, he is dead and gone. Song, 

At his head a graffe-greene turfe, at his heeles a ftone. 

Oho. 

Jjluee. Nay but Ophelia. 

Oph. Pray you mark. W bite his fhrowd as the mountain fnow. 

Enter King. 

Quee. Alas, looke here my Lord. 

Ophel. Larded all with Iweet flowers, S eng. 

Which beweept to the ground did not goe, 

With true love fhowers. . 



(prince of Dcnmarke. 
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d jvbe <?od be at your table. 

w hat it meanes, fay you this. s 

Tomorrow is S. V dentines day> 

Allin the morningbetime. 

And I a maid at your window 

i“n“ he maid, chat one a maide, never departed more. 

Oplv/J^deed^mEiioric an oath> lie make an end on'c- 

By gis and by Saint Charity, 
alacke and fie for lhame, t 

Young men will doe’t if they come tot, 

Q£Oth°fl!et before you tumbled me you promis’d me to wed. f 
(He anfwers. ) So fhould I a done, by yonder fun 

And thou hadft not come to my bed. 

AW. How long hath fhe been thus ? - hflftr 

Oph. I hope all will be well, we muft be patient: but I cannot 
chufe but weep to think they would lay him i’t h cold ground ; my 
brother fhall know ofit,& fo I thank you for your good counieii. 
Come my coach, good night Ladies, good night. 

Sweet Ladies good night, good night. 

King. Follow her clofe, give her good watch I pray you. 

O this is the poylon of deep griefe , itlprings all from her fathers 
death : and now behold O Gertrard, Gertrard , 

When forrowes come they come not fingle Ipies, 

But in battalians : firft,her father flaine. 

Next, your fonne gone, and he moft violent author 
Of bis owne juft remove ; the people muddied, 

Thickeand unwholfbmein thoughts and whilp 
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The Tragedy .©/Hamlet 

Divided from her felfe and her faire judgement, 

W ichout vvhicH we^rd biit:piaures,or meerebeafts. 

Laft, and as much containing as all thefe. 

Her brother is in fecret come from France, 

Feeds on this wonder, keeps himfelfe in clouds. 

And wants not buzzers to infedt his eare 
With peflilent fpeeches of his fathers death, 

W herein tiecemty of matter beggerd 
W ill nothing fticke our perfon to arraigne 
In eare andeare : O my deare Cjertrard, this 
Like to a Murdring-Peece in many places 
Gives me luperfluous death. A neife within. 

Enter Mejfenger . 

Attend, where are my Swiflers ? let them guard the door, 
What is the matter? .* 

LMejfen.Swcyovx felfe my Lord. 

The Ocean over-peering of his lift 
Eates not the flats with more impetuous hafte 
Than young Laertes in a riotous head 
Ore-beares your Officers ; the rabble call him Lord, 

And as t he world were now but to begin, 

Antiquity forgot, cuftome not knowne. 

The ratifiers and props of every word. 

They cry chule we Laertes to be King, 

Caps, hands, and tongues applaud it to the clouds, 

Laertes fhall be King, Laertes King. 

QueTTow cheerfully on the falfetrailethey cry ,A noife within. 
O this is counter you falfe Danifli dogges- 
Enter Laertes with others. 

JOW.The doores are broke. 

Laer. Where is this King ? firs ftand you all without. 
e^//.No let’s come in. 

Laer. I pray you give me leave. 
eAfll. We will, we will. 

Laer. I thanke you, keep the doore. O thou vile King 
Giveme my father. 

One. Calmely good Laertes. 

Laer. That drop of blood that’s calme proclaimes me baton/. 



i 



prince o/De nmarke. 

t \Arr\ mv father, brands the Harlot 

OfcV “jSS, c ,nfc U'rte* , 

%-' n & Ugjiion lookes fo Giant-like ? 

’eStr,r«rd, doc nocfearcour perfon. 

^L^rfWhere is my father > 

King. Dead. . 

Owe. But not by him- 

Tohellallegeance, vowes to thebU'^^U^lvel!, 

Confcience and grace to the profonndeft pit. 

I dare damnation, to this point I ftand. 

That both the worlds I give negligence. 

Let come what comes, onely He be reven D d 
Moft throughly for my father. 

King. Who fhall flay you? 

Laer. My will, not all the worlds : 

And for my meanesjle husband them lo well 

de&e to know the certainty 
Of your deare father, is’t writ in your revenge. 

That loop- flake, you will draw both friend and roe, 

Winner and loler. ? 

L^.Nonebut his enemies. 

Will you know them then? 

Laer. To his good friends thus wide lie ope my armes, 
And like the kinde life-rendring Pelican 
Repaft them with my blood. 

K ing. W hy now you fpeake 
Like a good childe, and a true Gentleman* 

That I am guiltleffe of your fathers death, 
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The Tragedy o/ Hamlet 

And am moft fenfible in griefefbr it. 

It fhallas levell to your judgement peare 

As day does to your eye. A noife within. 

Enter Ophelia. 

Laer. Let her come in. 

How now ? what noife is that ? 

O heat dry up my braines, teares feven times fait 
Burne out the fenle and vertue of mine eye : 

By heaven thy madnefle (hall be paid with waight 
Till our fcale turne the beame. O Rofe of May ! 

Deare maid, kind fitter , fiveet Ophelia 1 
O heavens is’t poflSble a young maids wits 
Should be as mortall as a poore mans life ! 

Ophel. They bore him bare-fac’d on the Beere, Song] 

And in his grave rain’d many a teare. 

Fare you well my Dove. 

Laer. Hadft thou thy wits, and didft perlwade revere 
It could not move thus. 

Ophel. You mutt fing a downe, a downe, 
Andyoucallhimadovynea. Ohowthewheele becomes it, 

It is the falfe fteward that ftole his Matters [daughter. 

Laer. This nothing’s more than matter. 

Ophel, There’s Rofemary , that’s for remembrance , pray you 
love remember, and there’s Pancies, that’s for thoughts.- 
Laer. A document in madnes, thoughts and remembrance fitted. 
Oph. There’s Fennill for you, and Columbines, there’s Rew fot 
you , and here’s Ibrne for mee , wee may call it herbe of Grace a 
Sundayes, you may weare your Rew with a difference ; there s a 
Dafie : I would give you fome Violets, but they vvitherd all when 
my father died ; they (ay a made a good end. 

For bonny (weet Robin is all my joy. 

Laer. Thoughts and affli&ions, paflion, hell it ielfc 
She turnes to favour and to prettinefle. 

Ophel. And will a not come againe, Song. 

And will a not come againe. 

No, no, he is dead, goe to thy death bed, 

. He never will come againe. 

His beard was as white as fnow, pj axen 



( prince of Denmarke. 

S SSheare aJd M- W “ d mC ’ 

, L^iiftorbvcollaterall hand 
Thev finde us toucht, we will our kingdome give, 

Oufcrowne,onr life>and all that we call outs 
Toyouin fatisfa£hon;butifnot, 

Be you content to lend your patience to us, 

!U vve (hall jointly labour with your foule 
To give it due content . 

Laer. Let this be Co. 

His meanes of death, his obfcure funerall, 

NoTrophey,fword, nor Hatchment ore his bones, 

No noble right, nor forraall oftentation 

Cry to be heard as ’twere from earth to heaven, 

That I mutt call’t in queftion. 
jft»£.Soyoufhall> 

And where th’offence is let the great axe fall. 

I pray you goe with me. xeun 

Enter Horatio and others. 

Hora. What are they that would fpeake with me ? 

Cjen. Sea-faring men fir, they fay they have Letters for you. 
Hora. Let them come in. 

1 doe not know from what part of the world 1 

I fhould be greeted, if not from Lord Hamlet. Enter Saylers . 
Say. God blefle you fir. 

Hora. Let him bleffe thee too; 

Saj.h fhall fir an’t pleafe him. There’s a letter for you fir , it 
came from the Embaffadour that was bound for England, if your 
name be Horatio, as I am let to know it is. 

Hor. Horatio ,when thou (halt have over-look’t this, givethefe 
fellowcs fome meanes to the King, they have Letters for him. Ere 

wee 



’■MIS 



mm 



\_ 



m 











ic itSBt 
iipp 
llili 
r 

v* 

; nflilf i .; h • “ •' 






I m 



r i 



II 



m •: 



! pm 

:ir ■■ 



■m 



mm 







The Tragedy of Hamlet 

we were two dayes old at Tea , aPirat of very warlike • 
ment gave us chafe.Finding our felves too flow oflaile wen 1 * 
a compelled valour ; and in the grapple I boarded thenv in r h ° n 
flant they got cleere of our (hip, fo I alone became their prifon”' 
They have dealt with me like theeves of mercy , but they kn 
what they did ; I am to do a tumefor them.Let theKing have dT 
Letters I have lent, and repaire thou to me with as much fpeed 3 
thou wouldft flye death. I have words to fpeake in thine care will 
make thee dumbe, yet are they much too light for the bordofthe 
matter, thefe good-fellowes will bring thee where I am, Rofen. 
cram and Guyldensleme hold their courfe for England T 
have much to tell thee. Farewell. 

So that thou knowejl thine , 
Hamlet, 

H ora, Comej I will make you way for thefe your Letters, 
And doe’t the fpeedier that you may direft me 
To him from whom you brought them. Exeunt . 

Enter King and Laertes. 

King. Now muft your confidence my acquittance feale, 

And you muft put me in your heart for friend, 

Sith you have heard, and with a knowing eare. 

That he which hath your noble father flaine 
Purfued my life. 

Laer. It well appejres : but tell me 
Why you propeed not againft thefe feates . m 
S o criminall and capital! in nature. 

As by your fafety,greatnefle,wifHome, all things elfe, 

You mainly were ftirr’d up. v 

King. O for two fpeciall reafons, 

W hich may to you perhaps feem much unfiimow’d. 

But yet to me tha’re ftrong : the Queen his mother 
Lives almoft by his Iookes,and for my felfe, * 

My vertue or my plague, be it either which, 

She is fb conclive to my life and foule, 

That as the ftarre moves not but in his Sphere, 

I could not but by her : the other motive 
W hy to a pub like count I might not goe. 

Is the great love the generall gender beare him. 
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f of Denmark*' 

^ kC tstvS™pa« s ,fo<hacmy«o W « 

ombercS for I b loved ar mes, 

T °° have reverted to my bow againe, 
where I have aim’d them* 

And 1 h « e a nobl ' fi,th “ l0ft> 

7 Wd your father, and we love our fel e. 

And that I hope willteach you to imagine. 

Enter a Meffengerwtth Lette f S ' 

Mtjf. Thefe to your Majefty, this to the uQ. 

Kintr From Hamlet ■ who brought them ? 

Mef. Sailers my Lord thfcv feyylfewtto not, 0 

They were given me by flaudt°> he receiv 

Ofhim that brought them - , _. 115 

King. Laertes you fballheare them . leave us. 

I (ball (firft asking you pardon) thereunto recount 

?Wha^fl,ouId this meane ? are all the reft come backe? 

Or is it fome abufe, and no fuch thing ? 

Laer. Know you the hand? , ! 

King. ’Tis Hamlets character. Naked . 

And in a poft-feripthere he faies alone, 

Canyoudevifeme? - 

Laer. I am loft in it my Lord ; but let him come, 

It warmes the very fickneffe in my heart, 

That I live, and tell him to his teeth, 

Thus didft thou. 
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The Tragedy of Hamlet 

King, If it be fo Laertes y 
As how fhould it be To, how otherwife, 
yV ill you be rul’d by me ? 

Laer. I my Lord, fo you will not ore-rule me to a ■ 
To thine own peace : if he be now returned 
As liking not his voyage,and that he meanes 
No more to undertake it, I will worke him 
To an exploit now ripe in my device* 

Under the which he fhall not chufe but fall, 

And for his death nowind of blame fhall breathe. 

But even his mother fhall uncharge the practice. 

And call it accident. 

Laer.lAy Lord I will be rul’d. 

The rather if you could devifeit lo 
That I might be the organ. 

King It falls right: 

Y ou have bin talkt of fince your travell much. 

And that in Hamlets hearing, for a quality 
Wherein they fay you fhine j your fumme of parts 
Did not together pluckeliich envie from him 
As did that one, and that in my regard 
Of the unworthieft fiege. 

Laer. What part is that my Lord ? 

King. A very riband in the cap ofyouth,' 

Yet needfull too, for youth no leflc becomes 
The light and carelefle livery that it weares. 

Than fetled age his fables, and his weeds,* 

Importing health and gravenefle : two months fince 
Here was a Gentleman of Normandy y 
I have feene my felfe,and ferv’d againft the French, 

And they can well on horfe-backe ; but this Gallant 
Had witch-craft in’t, he grew unto his feat. 

And to fuch wondrous doing brought his horfe 
Ashe had bin incorp’ft and demi-natur’d 
With the brave beaft ; fo farre he topt my thought# 

That I in forgery of fhapes and trickes J 

Come fhort of what he did. 

Laer . A Norman vvas’t ? 



King' 



' prince of Denmark*' 
**&&*-* ■ 

Tf one could match you ; thehcrimc » 

!l Sore had neither motion, guard, nor y 
^pos'd them : fir this report of his 
vi Hamlet fo envenome with his envie* 

Ttet^e^rfidnoth ing doe, bur wilh andbegg® 

yourfuddencommiRgoteto playwrt y 

Now out of this. , ? 

Laer. What out of this tnyTord. 

King. Lantes, was your father dearet y 
Orare you like the paintingof a forroW, 

A face without a heart? 

Ktng.Nvt thaS]^ think you did not loveyour father, 

But that I know love is begun by time. 

And that I fee in paflages ofproofe. 

Time qualifies the iparke and fire of it , 

There lives within the very flame of love 
Akinde ofwieke orfnuftethar will abateit,. 

And nothing is at a like goodnefle ftill ; 

For goodnefle growing to a pleurifie. 

Dies in his owne too much, that we would doe, . 

W e fhould doe when we would : for this Would chan D es, 
And hath abatements and delayes as many 
As there are toneues, arebands,are accidents, 

And then this Should is like a fpend-thrift figh, 

That hurts by eafing : but to the quicke of th’ulcer, 
Hamlet comes backe, what would you undertake 
, T o fhew your felfe indeed your fathers fonne 
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The Tragedy of Hamlet 

More than in words? 

Laer. To cut his throat i’th Church. 

Kwg. No place indeed foould murder fan&uarize. 

Revenge fhouldbave no bounds : but good Laertes 
Will you doe this ? keep clofe'within your chamber . 
Hamlettcmm d (hall know you are cOme home, 

W ee 11 put on thofe foall praile your excellence. 

And let a double varnifh on the fame 

Th t Frenchman gave you, bring you in fine together. 

And wager ore your heads ; he being remiffe, 

" 8 en erops, and free from a 11 contriving, 

Will not perule the foiles , fo that with eafe. 

Or with a little fouffling, you may chufe 
A fword unbated, and in a pace of practice 
Requite him for your father. V . 

Laer. I will doe’t ; 

And for the purpofe lie annoint my fword : 

I bought anun&ionof aMountebanke 
So mortal!, that but dip a knife in it. 

Where it drawes blood , no Cataplafme fo rare 

Colleaed from all Simples that have vertue 
Under the Moone, can lave the thing from death 
That is but fcratcht withal!; lie touch my point 
With this contagion, thaqif I gall him fleightly it may be death,' 
King. Let’s further thinke of this. 

Weigh what conveiance both of time and meanes 
May fit us to our fhape ifthis foould faile, | 

And that our drift look through our bad performance 
i were better not allay’d. Therefore this project 
Shou Id have a backe or fecond, that might hold 
Ifthis did blaft ip pro'ofe : loft, let me fee, ‘ 

W ee’ll make a folemne wager on your cunnings, 

I hav’c, when in your motion you are hot and dry. 

As make your bouts more violent to that end, 

And that he calls for drinke, He have prefer’d him 
A Chalice for the nonce, whereon but lipping, 
y . If he by chance fcfcape your venom’d tucke, 

£&% Our purpolemay hold there. But flay, what noile ? 

' Enter 



(Prince of Dcnmarkc. 

Enter Queene. 

ririsawW-atonc.hebrooV. 

That foewes ms l c j s did foe make 

^f£®N«tLD>fi«,andlongP*pl«. 

Clambringtofoaiig, an envious foiver broke, fe 
When downe her weedy trophey s and h K 
r «| 1 in the weeping brooke * her cl t P 

And Mermaid-like a while they bore herup. 

Which time foe chanted fnatches of old lauds, 

As one incapable of her owne diftrelfe, 

■ 

To muddy death. 

Laer. AlalTe then is foe drown d . 

of water haft thou poore Ofhclia, 

And therefore I forbid my teares ; but yet 
It is our tricke, nature her cuftome holds. 

Let (hame fay what it will ; when thefe are gone 
The woman will be out. Adieu my Lord, 

X have afpeech afire that faine would biale, _ 

But that this folly drownes it. Lxtt. 

King. Let’s follow (jertrard ; 

How much I had to doe to calme his rage - 
Now feare I this will give it ftart againe, 

Therefore let’s follow. Exeunt. 

Enter trvoClovunes. . • 

Clow. Is fheto be buried in Chriftian buriall, when foe wilful- 
ly feekes her owne lalvation ? 

Ij Othe . 











The Tragedy ©/'Hamlet 

Othe, T tell thee free is, therefore make her grave (W„l 
C rowner hath fateon her, and finds it Chriftian bur i a 1 1 Ight,t ^ 4 

Clow. How can that be,unleffe he drown’d her felfe in i,. 
defence? ^ er °wa 

Oth. Why ’tis found (o. 



Oth , N ay but heare you goodman delver. 

Clow. Give me leave, here lyes the water , good .here (lands the 
man, good, if the man goe to this water and drowne himielf'e, it is 
will he nill he i he goes, marke you that :but if the water come to 
him and drowne him, he drownes not himielfe ; argali hee that i$ 
not guilty of his owne death (hortens not his owne life. 

Oth. But is this law ? 

Clow. I marry is’t, Crowners queft law. 

Oth -Will you ha the truth ant’ t,if this had not been a Gentle* 
jvoman fhe fhould have bin buried out a Chriftian buriall. 

Clow. Why there thou faift,and the more pitty that great folke 
fhould have countenance in this world to drowne or hang them* 
(elves, more than their even Chritten : Come my (pade, there is no 
ancient Gentlemen but Gardeners, Ditchers, and Grave-makers, 
they hold up Adams profeftion. 

Oth. Was he a Gentleman 

Clow- A was the firft that ever bore armes. 
lie put another queftion to thee , if thou anfwereft mee not to the 
purpofe, confefle thy felfe. 

Oth. Goe to. 

Clow. What is hee that builds ftronger than either the Malon, 
the Shipwright, or the Carpenter 

Oth. The gallowes-maker,for that out-lives a thoufand tenants. 

rio. I like thy wit well in good faith, the ga llowes does well, but 
how does it well ? it does well to thofe that do ill, now thou doelt 
ill ro fay the gallowes is built ftronger than the Church, argali the 
callowes may doe well to thee. Totagaine,come . 

Oth. Who builds ftronger than a Mafon, a Shipwright, or a 
Carpenter ? clow . 




Clow. It muft be fooftended.it cannot be elfe ; for here liesth 

point, if I drowne my felfe wittingly it argues an aft , an d an aft 
hath three branches, it is to ad, to doe, to performe,or all • fh 
drown’d her felfe wittingly. ’ ne ® 



( prince of Denmarke. 

rig*. I, te ll me that and unyoke. 1 

Oth. Marryn°wl cante * 

Otke. Ma<fe 1 can ? ot telI ‘ n more about it,For your dull afle wil 
CMp.Cudgel thy I’y^p^nr&whenyou are askt this quelho 
aot mend hlS P ac ^ th e houfes he males laft tiUDoomelday. 

? n V oU when I did love did love, 

1 Rethought it was very fweet 

hath clawed me in his elute > 

And hath (hipped me into the land, 

knave jowlesittothegroun , h pate0 f a Polititian, which 
knot? . 

ST! which coold fay, Good morrow my 

taw doeft tta fwecl Lord ? This might be my Lord Arch 
a one, chat prated my Lordfachaones horfe whena meant to 
beg it, might it not? 

jf? 4 .Why een fo,and now my Lady worms Choples,and knockt 
about the mazer with a Sextens fpade ; here’s fine revoluuonand 
we had the tricke to fee’t, did thefe bones coft no more the bree- 
ding but to play at loggits with them ? mine ake to think on c. 
Clew. A pickax and a fpade a fpade, 

for and a Crowding (heet, / 
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The Tragedy 0/ Hamlet 

O a pit of clay for to be made 
for fuch a gueft is meet. 

Hd.There’s another,why may notthatbe the skull of a T » 
where be his quiddities now, his qualities, his cafes, hi* ? 

and his tricks ? why does he fuffer this mad knave now to kn^?’ 
him about the lconce with a dirty fhovell, and will not tell h ° r 
hrsa&ions ofbattery?hum : this fellow might be in’s time a g 
buyer of land , with his ftatutes , his recognilances , his fines? 
double vouchers, his recoveries, to have his fine pate fill 1 of f? 
dirt : will vouchers vouch him no more of his purchafes and dou 
bles, than the length and bredth of a paire of Indentures ? the ve- 
ry conveiances of Jhis land will fcarcely lye in this boxe, and m»ft 
th’inheritor himfelfe have no more? ha? 

Her a. Not a jot more my Lord* 

Ham. Is not parchment made of fheep-skins ? 

Hor. I my Lord, and of calve-skins too- 

Ham. They are fheep and calves which feekeoutaflurancein 
that. IwilUpeake to this fellow : Whole grave’s this firrah? 

Clow . Mine fir, or a pit of clay for to be made. 

Ham. I thinke it’s thine indeed, for thou lyeft in’t. 

Clow. You lye out on’t fir, and therefore ’tis not yours : for my 
part I doe not lye in’t, yet it is mine. 

Ham. Thou aoft lye in’t, to be in’t and fay it is]thine,’cis for the 
dead, not for thequicke, therefore thou lyeft. 

Clow. ’Tis a quicke lye fir, ’twill againe from me to you. 

Ham. W hat man doeft thou digge it for ? 

Clow For no man fir.. 

Ham. What woman then ? 

Clow. For none neither. 

Ham. Who is to be buried in’t ? 

Clow . One that was a woman fir, but reft her foule,fhee’s dead. 

HamHo'N abfolute the knave is, we muft fpeake by the card, or 
equivocation will undo us. By the Lord Horatiothis j.yeeresl 
have took note of it, the age is grown fo picked, that the toe of the 
pelant comes fo neere the heele of the Courtier, he galls his kibe. 
How long haft thou been a Grave-maker ? 

Clow. Ofthedayes i’th yeare I came to’t that day that our Jalt 
King Hamlet overcame Fortinbrajfe . 



prince o/Dcnmarke* 

How foofc «* tell tta S itW« that 

K ifa doe not ’tis no great matter there. 

not be feen in him there^here are maws mad as fen. 

jjam. How came he mad ? 

Clow.Vc ry ftrangely they fay. 

Ham. How ftrangely ? . 

Clow Faith een with lofing his wits. 

Ham. Upon what ground ■ . , . Sexton here man 

Qow. Why here in Denmark* •* I have bin Dext 

15 SS& 



0“'- *» — 

H^w.Nay I know not. »j. 

riow-h peflilence on him for a mad rogue, a pour d a Aaggon 
Khenifb on my head once j this fame skull fir , was fir Toncke* 
skull the Kings Jefter. 

Ham. This ? 

Clow. Een that. . _ . 

jtfrf.Alas poor Yoricke, 1 knew him Horatio ,a fellow of infinite 
3eft,ofmoft excellent fancy, he hath bore me on his backe a thou- 
fand times , and now how abhorred in my imagination it is ? my 
gorge riles at it. Here hung thofe lips that I have kift I know not 
how oft: where bee your jibes now , your gamboles, your fongs, 
your Sallies of merriment, that were wont to fet the table on a 

M roare ? 
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The Tragedy of Hamlet 

roare ? not one now to mock your own grinnrne > rm * » 

Now get you tomv Laclies table, and tell he?,' 
incrh thic^o this favour fhe muff come; make her fcnph ^ a . nt 411 
Prethee Horatio tell me one thing. ac that. 

Hora. What’s that my Lord ? 

■* UMuUr M “ % m, 

Ham. And frnelt lo ? pah. 

' Llor, a. Een lb m y Lord. 

jy^ Jcwhatbafenfeswe rntyrttmiv! Horatio'. whvm, 
the noble duft of AU^ cr till 

^r^.Tvvere to confider too curioufly to confider fo. 
tia. No faith not a jot, but to follow him thither with nvvWi 
Kg*"? Jlke / l ihood t0 lead it. Alexander died,. Alexander was 

S^ / Tt rr ^ tncth to duftj th e duft is earth,of earth we 
make lome, & why of chat lome whereto he was converted might 
they not flop a Beere-batrell ? 8 

Imperious Cafar dead and turn’d to clay 
Might flop a hole to keepe the wind away. 

O that that earth which kept the world in awe, 

^lould patch a wall t expell the waters flaw! 

But toft, but foftawhije, here comes the King, Enter King, 

I.ne Queenjthe Gourtiers :who is this they follow , Qtte. Laertes 
And with nich maimed rites ? this doth betoken, and the corfe. 
Mie coarle they follow did with delperatehand 
Fordoeits owne life; ’twasoflomeeftate: 

Couch we a while and marke. 

Laer. What Ceremony elle? 

Ham. That is Laertes ,a very noble youth. 

Laer. What Ceremony elle ? 

Dott. Her obfequies have bin as far inlarg’d 
As we have warranty ; her death was doubtful!. 

And but that great command ore-fwayes the order. 

She fhould in ground unfan&i fled bin lodg’d 
Till the laft trumpet : for charitable prayers, 

Flints and pebbles fhould be throwne on her, 
y et here fhe is allow’d her virgin rites, 

Her 



(prince of Dcnnfisrke. 

Herm i *"Bt«r ntS,andthebr ^ i08h0 ‘“ 

of bell a Schtenomorebedone? 

Xfinga toher 

ksto pMce-parted fettles. 

X/rfd r. Lay her i th earth, 

And from her faire and unpolluted flelli 

violets fpring : I tell thee churhlli Pneft 
A Jiniflcing Angel (hall m, lifter be 

When thou lyeft howling. 

Ham- What ? the faire Ophelia ( 

Ones. Sweets tothe fweet, farewell. 

And not have ftrew’d thy grave. 

Laer. O treble woe 1 . 

Fall ten times double on that curled head, 

Whofe wicked deed thy moft ingenuous fenle 
Deprived theeof : hold off the earth a while. 

Till I have caught her once more in mine armes. 

Now pile your duft upon the quicke and dead, 

Till of this flat a mountaine you have made 
T’oretopold Pelion, or the sky ifb head 
Ofblew Olympus. 

Ham. What is he whofe griefe 
Bearcsfuch an emphafis, whole phrafe offorrow 
Conjures the wandring ftars, and makes them ftand 
Like wonder-wounded hearers ? ’tis I, 

Hamlet the Dane. 

Laer- The Divell take thy fonle. 

Ham.Thou pray’ft not well; 1 prethee take thy fingers from 
For though I am not fpleenative and rafh, ( my throat. 

Yet have I in me fomething dangerous, 

Which let thy wifedorae feare ; hold off thy hand. 

King. Plucke them afunder. 

Quee, Hamlet , Hamlet. 

Ma r M. 
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The Tragedy of Hamlet 
[Alt. ©entlemen. 

Hora. Good my Lord be quiet. 

Ham. Why I will fight with him upon this thcam 
Untill my eye-lids will no longer wagge. 

Q»ee.O rny fonne.what theame ? 

' 1 Iov .^ Ophelia, forty thoufand brothers 

Could not with all their quantity of love 
Make up my fum : What wilt thou doe for her > 

King. O he is mad Laertes. 

Quee. For love of God fbrbeare him. 

Ham. Swounds Chew me what thou’t doe, 

Woo t weep, woo’t fight, woo’t faft , woo’t teare thy 
W oo t drink up Efill,eat a Crocodile ? (fdf/ 

He doe t : doeft thou come here to whine ? 

To out- face me with leaping in her grave ? 

Be buried quicke with her,and fo will I ; 

And if thou prate of mountaines, let them throw 
Millions of acres on us, till our ground 
Cindging his pate againft the burning Zone, 

Make OJfa like a wart ; nay and thou’lt mouth 
He rant as well as thou. 

Sluee. This is meere madneffe, 

And thus a while the fit will worke on him ; 

Anon as patient as a female Doe, 

When that her golden cuplets aredifclos’d. 

His filencewill fit drooping. 

Ham. Heareyou fir, 

W hat is the rea Ion that you ufe me thus ? 

I lov’d you well, but it is no matter, 

Let Hercules himfelfe doe what he may 
The Cat will mew, a Dogge will have his day. Exit Hamlet 

King- 1 pray thee good Horatio wait upon him. & Horatio . 
Strengthen your patience in our laft nights fpeech, 

Wee’ll put the matter to the prefent pufh. 

Good Gertrard fet Ibme watch over your Ibnne, 

This Grave (hall have a living monument. 

An hourc of quiet thereby fhall we fee. 

Till then in patience our proceeding be. Exeunt. 

Enter 



frince of Denmark®; 

y«^® OTte ? llth V i 7! nftanCe ’ 

V Her. Remembcntmy ord^^^ ^ Wn d of fighting 

Rough hew them how we will. 

Hora. That is moft certame. 

Grop’t I to find out them, had my defire, 

Aroyall knavery, an exaftcommand,_ ^ 

Tarded with many feverallforts ofreafons. 

Importing Denmark* health, and 

With hoe fuch Bugs and Goblins m my lite, 

That on the fupervife, no leifure bated, 

No not to flay the grinding of the axe, 

My head (bould be ftrooke oft. 

Hora- 1st poffible ? • . . 

H^.Here’s the Commifiion,read it at more leifure. 

But wilt thou heare now how I did proceed ? 

Hora. I befeech you. ...... . 

Ham. Being thus be-netted round with villaines, 
Or I could make a Prologue to my braines 
They had begun the Play : I late me downe, 

Devis’d a new Commiflion, wrote it faire: 

I once did hold it, as our Statifts doe, 

Abafenefleto write faire , and labour’d much 
How to forget that learning ; but fir now 
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T?;e Tragedy 0/ Hamlet 

di^me yeomans feryice ; yyi^f fhonknow 
Th effect of what J wrote? 

Hora. I good my Lord. 

Ham. An earneft conjuration fj-om the King, 

As England was his faithful! tributary. 

As love between them like the Palme might flourifh, 

As peace fhould ftiti heryvhe^tei) gapjand yy care* 

And ftand a Comma ’tweene their amitie§. 

And many fuch like, as fir of great charge, 

That on the view and knowing of thefe contents, 

W ithout debatement further more or lefle 
He fliould thofe bearers put to fudden death. 

Not Arriving time allow’d. 

Hora. How was this feal’d? 

Ham. Why even in that was heaven ordinant : 

I had my fathers fignet in my purle, 

W hich was the modell of that Danijh feale. 

Folded the writ up in the forme of th’other, 

Subfcrib’d it, gave’t thimpreflion, plac’d it iafely, 

T he changling never known ; now the next day 
Wasourfea-fight,and what tothiswasfequent 
Thou know’ft already. 

Hot. So CjuyldenTtern and Rofencratu go to’t. 

Ha.Thty are not neare my confidence, their defeat 
Does by their owne insinuation grow ; 

Tis dangerous when the baler nature comes 
Between thepafle and fell incenfed points 
Of mighty oppofites. 

Her. Why what a King is this! 

Ham. Doesit not, think you, Hand me now upon ? 

He that hath kill’d my King, and whor’d my mother, 

Popt in between th’eledfion and my hopes, 

Throwne outbis angle for my proper life. 

And with luch cofenage , is’t not perfect conference ? 

Enter a Courtier. 

Cottr. Your Lordfhip is right welcome backe to Denmarkf. 

Ham. I humbly thanke you fir. 

Doeft know this Water-flyef 



Hora. 



(Prince of Denmarke. 

g„». NO rny W i(>us , to -tis i Vice to know 

r^^&^f **** offpMt !yOTtbon ' 

what part a Gentleman would lee. irt y0U , though I 

Ham. Sir, his definement of 

knowtodivideluminventoriallyjwoulddiz^iet 

B3sas*s®SSriaEs 

trace him , his umbrage, nothing more. , . 

Cottr Your Lordfhip fpeakes moft infallibly or him. 

Ham. The concernancy fir, why do we wrap the Gentleman in 

cur more rawer breath? 

Hora. is’t not polffile to underftand in another tongue , you 
Will doe’t fir really. 5 

. Ham. WhatimportsthenominationofthisGentieman^^ 
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The Tragedy ©/Hamlet 

Cottr. Of Laertes ? f 

Cour. I know you are not ignorant. 

Bam. I would you did fir; yet in faith if you did itv^u 
much approve me: well fir. 1 ltWo «ldnot 

\ C°**r. You are ignorant of what excellence Laertes i s 
~ Ham ' 1 dare not confefle that, left I fhould compare wirh w 
m excellence ; but to know a man well were to know himfelf 0un 

Cour. I meane fir for his weapon , but in the imputation laid on 
him by them in his meed hee s unfellowed. Q ° n 

Ham. What’s his weapon? 

Cour. Rapier and dagger. 

Ham. That’s two of his weapons ; but well. 

Cour. The King fir hath wager’d with him fixe Barbery horfes 
againft the which he has impawn'd as I take it fix A™ Rapi er J 

and Poniards, with their aflignes, as girdle, hanger, andfo ; three 
of the carriages in faith are very deare to fancy, very refponfive to 
the hilts, moft delicate carriages, and of very liberall conceit. 

Ham. What call you the carriages? 

Hera. I knew you muft be edified by the margin ere you had 
done. 

Cour. The carriages fir are the hangers. 

Ham. The phrafe would be more german to the matter if wee 




aflignes, and three liberall ^conceited carriages, th 
bet againft the Dauijb, why is this all you call it ? 

Cour • The King fir, hath laid fir,that in a dozen pafles betweene 
your felfe and him he fhall not exceed you three bits, he hath laid 
on twelve for nine, and it would come to immediate triall, if yout 
Lordfhip would vouchfafe the anfwer. 

Ham. How if I anfwer no ? 

Cour. I meane my Lord the opposition ofyour perfon in trial? 

Ham. Sir I will vvalke here in the hall, ifit pleafe his Majeftie, 
it is the breathing time of day with me, let the foiles be brought, 
the Gentleman willing, and the King hold his purpofe, I will win 
for him and lean ; if not, I Will gaine nothing but my fhameand 
the odde hits. ' Cm ' 





90 




frince of Dcnmarke. 

&£ Tolh^effea fir! after what fiourifh your nature will* 

*«««" 

t0n |f^».This Lapwing runs away with the fliell on his head. 

Liam. A did lb fir with his duege before afuckt it ; thus has he 
manv more of the fame breed that I know, the drolfie age dotes 
nn onely sot the tune ofthe time, and out of an habit ot lncoun- 
ter a kinde of mifty collection , which carries them through and 
throu°h the moft profane and trennowned opinions ; and doe but 
blow Them to their triall, the bubbles are out. 

Enter a Lord. 

Url My Lord, his Majeftie commended him to you by young 
Ojlricke>yiho brings back to him that you attend him in the hall, 
he fends to know ifyourpleafureholdtoplay mthLaertesfivthsi 
vou wil 1 take longer time ? 

Ham . I am conftant to my purpofes, they follow the Kings 
plealiire ; if his fitnefle fpeaks, mine is ready, now or whenfoever, 
provided I be fo able as now. 

Lord. The King and Queen and all are comming downe. 

Ham. In happy time. 

Lord. T he Queen defires you to ufe fome gentle entertainment 
to Laertes before you goe to play. 

Ham. She wellinftraftsme. 

Hor, You will lofe my Lord. 

Ham. I doe not thinke fo,fince he went into France I have bin 
in continuall practice ; I fhall win at the oddes :'thou wouldft not 
think how ill all’s here about my heart, but it is no matter. 

Hora. Nay good my Lord; 

Ham . It is but foolery, but it is fuch a kind ofgame-giving as 
would perhaps trouble a woman. 

Hora. If your mind diflike any thing obey it, I fhall foreftall 
theirrepaire hither, and fay you are not fit. 

. AA*»?.Not a whir,we defie Augury , there i? a fpeciall providence 
in the rail of a Sparrow : if it be, ’tis not to come, if it bee not to 
come, it will be now, ifit be not now, yet it will come, the readi- 
nelieisall, fincenoman of ought he leaves knowes what is’t to 

N leave 
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The Tragedy of Hamlet 

leavebetimes, let be. 




Keng.. Come Hamlet, come-, and take thishandfrom me. 
Ham. Give me your pardon fir, I have done you wron^/ 
But pacdon’t as you are a Gentleman : this prefence knows 
Ana you muft needs have heard how lam punifist 
With a fpr,e diftradlion ; what I have done 
That might your nature, honour,. and exception 
Roughly awake, I here proclaime was madnefle. 

W as’t Hamlet wrong’d Laertes ? never Hamlet ; 

If Hamlet from himfelfe be taneaway. 

And when hee’s not himfelfe does wrong Laertes , 

Then Hamlet does.it not, Hamlet denies it : 

Who does it then ? hismadneffe : if ’c befb, 

Hamlet is of the fadlion that is wronged. 

His madnefle is poore Hamlets enemy ; 

Let my difclaiming from a purpos’devill 
Free mefb farre in your moft generous thoughts. 

That I have fhot my arrow ore the houfe. 

And hurt my brother. 

Laer. Iamlatisfied in nature, 

Whofe motive in this calefbould fticre me moft 
To my revenge, but in my tearmes of honour 
I ftand aIoofe,and will no reconcilement, 

Tillbyfbme elder Matters of knowne honour 
I havea. voice andprefident of peace 
To my name ungor’d : but all that time 
Tdoe receive your offered lovelike love, 

And will not wrong it. 

Ha. I embrace it freely,and wiH this brothers wager 
frankly play. 

Give u.s the feiles. 

Laer. Come, one for me. 

Ham , He be your £o'i\eLa«rtes,m mine ignorance 
Your skill fball like a ftarre i’cb darkeft night 
Scicke fiery off indeed • 

Laer. Youmocke me fir. 



ffam. 



(prince o/’Denimrke. 

You know the wager. 

v ^GraTehaslaidThe oddesakhweakOT fide. 

Y Vw. i doe not feate it, I have feen youbotb, 

JnlJce he is better we have therefore^ddes. 

B Laer- This is too heavie, let Me fee another. 
j^.This likes me webthefe foils have all a length 
Oft ?- 1 my good -Lord. 

j H n g. Set me the ftoops ofwine upon the table , 

If Hamlet give the firft or fecond hit. 

Or quit in anfwer of the third exchange. 

Let all the battlements their Ordnance nre ; 

The King (hall drink to Hamlets better breach. 

And in the cup an Onyx fhall he throw 
Richer than that which fourefuceeffiye Kings 
In Derm arks Crown have worn. GivemethecUpS, 

And let the Kettle to the Trumpet fpeake, 

The Trumpet to the Canoncer without. 

The Cannons to the heavens, the heavens to earth. 

Now the Kipg drinkes to Hamlet •• dome begin. 

And you the Judges beare awarie eye. 

Ham. Come on fir. 

Laer. Come my Lord. 

Ham. Onec 
Laer. No. 

Judgement. 

Oftr. A hit, a very palbable hit. DrumtfruMfetSiandfhoti 

Laer • W ell, againe. Flourifh., a P eece goes off. 

King. Stay, give medrinke, Hamlet this pearle is thine, 

Here’s to thy health : give him the cup. 

Ham. lie play this bout firft, let k by a while. 

Come, another hit, what fry^you ? 

Laer. I doe confeft. : 

King. Our fonne fhallwin- 
Quee. Hee’s fat and leant of breath. 

Here ff^w/^takemy napkin, wipe thy browes ; 

' N a The 



Trumpets 
(berth it* * 
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The Tragedy of Hamlet 

The Queen carowfes to thy fortune Hamlet, 

Ham. Good Madam. 

King • CJertrard doe not drinke. 

Quee. I will my Lord, I pray you pardon me. 

King. It is the poyfoned cup, it is too late. 

Ham . I dare not drinke yet Madam, by and by. 1 

£ue:. Come, let me wipe thy face. 

Laer. My Lord lie hit him now. 

King. I doe not think’t. 

Laer. And yet it is almoft againft my confidence. 

Ham. Come, for the third Laertes, yen doe but dally, 

I pray you pafle with your beft violence* 

I am fure you make a wanton of me. 

Laer. Say you fo ? come on. 

Oflr. Nothing neither way-. 

Laer- Have at you now. , 

King. Part them, they are incens’c. 1 

Ham . Nay come againe. 

Oflr. Looke to the Queen there ho, 

Hora. They bleed on both fides, how is’t my Lord ? 

Oflr. How is’t Laertes ? 

Lae.W hy as a woodcock to mine own fprindge Oflricke] 
lam juftly kill’d with mine owne treachery. 

Ham. How does the Queehe ? 

King. She fwounes to fee them bleed.. 

^«^.No,no,the drink, the drink, O my deare Hamlet » 

The drinke, the drinke, I am poyfoned. 

Ham O villaine ! ho let the doore be Iockt, 

Treachery, feeke it out. 

Laer. ft is here Hamlet ; thou art flaine^ 

No medicine in the world can doe thee good. 

In thee there is not halfean houres life. 

The treacherous inftrument is in thy hand. 

Unbated and envenom’d, the foule pra&ice 

Hath turn’d it felfe on me; lo here Uye : 

Never to rile againe : thy mother’s poyfon’d, 

I am no more, the King, the King’s to blame; 

Ha.Thc point envenom'd too, then venom tOthy work. 

■ ' ». 



.11 




(Prince of Dcnmarkc# 

'JH‘ ^^^’iefendme friends,Iambut hurt. 1 
King ' S/re thou inceftuous damned Dane, 

He y iSoftly it is » poyfo" t«npcr*dby hun- 

SS^etsdcathcomenot^n^. , 

N A»” e H°"avTn make free of k, I follow to : : 

Tam dead Horatio J wretched Queen adieu. 

You that looke pale and tremNe at *is chanc , 

That arebut mutes or audience to this a&, 

Hadlbuttime (as this [ e11 Ser 8 e ^ n ^ ea . th 

Is ftria in his arreft) O I could “l 1 ¥° ’ 

But let it be : Horatio I am dead, . 

Thou liveft, report me and my caufe aright 
Totheunfatisfied. 

Hora. Never beleeve it, 

I am more an antique Reman than a vane, 

Here’s yet fome liquor left* 

Ham. As th’art a man 

Give me the cup, let goe,by heaven He hav t . 

O God Horatio what a wounded name, ... 5 

Things (landing thus unknown, fhall I leave behind m . 

Ifthou didft ever hold me in thy heart 

Abfent thee from felicity a while, . , 

And in this harfh world draw thy breath in paine A marsh a 

To tell my ftory : what warlike noife is this ? farre off . 

Enter Oflricke. 

Ofr. Young Fortinbraffe withconqueft come from Poland 
Th’Embafladors of England gives this warlike volly. 

Ham. O I dye Horatio , 

The potent poyfon quite ore-growes my fpirit * 

Icannot livetohearethe qewesfrom England t 
But I doe prophefie the election lights 
On Fortinbrafle ;he has my dying voice. 

So tell him, with th’occurrents more and lefle 

Which 









The Tragedy : «f Hamlet 

Which have folicited : the reft in filence. 

Hora Nowcracks a noble heart, goodnight fweet 
And flight of Angels fittg thee to thy reft. (Prince, 
Why does the drum comfe hither ? 

Enter F ortinbrajf t» with the EmhaJJadars. 
Fort. Where rs this frght ? 

Hor. What is kyOttworildlee? 

If ought of woe orwondCr, ceafeyourfakch> 

Per. This quarry cryes on havock : O proud death, 
What feaft is toward ih thine infernall Cell, 

That thoufo many Princes at a&tot 
So bloudily haft ftrooke? 

Emhaf. The light isdiftflifl, 

And our affaires from England come too fate, 

The eares are fenfelefle that flioitld giVeS us hearing. 
To tel! him his commandement isTulfill’d, 

That Efifencr/tus and GuyldenHern are dead, 

W here fhould we have our thanks ? 

Hor. Not from his mouth. 

Had it th’ ability of life to tharike you ; 

He never gave commandement for their death. 

But fincefojumpe upon this bloody queftion 
You from the Pollack wars, and you from England 
Are here arrived , give order that thefe bodies 
High on a ftagebe placed tbthe view, 

And let me fpeake to’th yet unknowing World 
How thefe things came about ; fo fhall yotiheare 
Ofriufell, bloody, and unnaturall acts. 

Of accidentall judgements, cafiiallflaughters. 

Of deaths put on by cunning, and for nocaufe. 

And in t hi s npfhctt ,‘ptlf pofes miftooke, 

Paine on the'ittventors heads rail this can I 
Truely deliver. 

Fort. Let us haftetoheare it. 

And call the nobfeft to theaudience : 

For me, with lorrow I embrace my fortune, 

I have feme rights of memory in this kingdome. 
Which now to claime my Vantage doth invite me. 



(Prince of Dcnmarke# 

feisssits'-— . 

Onplot^^/^E 

TtwSoiwicrs muflck Ltd the r.ght of watte 

a f « ht iS m h -ffi. 
Becomes the field) butbere fttewes much 

Goe bid the Souldier s {hoot. ***** 
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i affeeD him it be comae help e fiefee t»en>oj tame men 
•«n lift iiusuio teboacOe uitn after 
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fikeaeM Scares, anb txipU tpaue no monpe t?lt at ripe 
tick's parlanS be OeUueseb out of it>’ bofpita! , Cbcfe 
bosses pleafet) tbe matftet offlie bofpftal Um> toetf 
SSnSbegane bimfome montp in IjtS !jp«tJt\ttpon f 
moists? after came boboleglas to JiieJbojpitai^ M / 
mcuaftetbiou a tbS b e afUeO f> fiche foUte , o ill a, ted 
the other, mbatfcefeafe tbe? baD,au& token b? ba&Dc 
tfw tijem all then \)t maOe tlii fto? re Upon attfotr 

Cm, r ^m 
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